o9yO^-))(^\hAir 


t/rom  fhc  /f7co me  q/-f/je 
z^oSLyY(''/^a/-/e.l^^iUi;i(^s 
Y:rund 


•BOSTON-PUB  LI  C • LI  B RABY 


KING  HENRY  VIII. 


As  h is  A£led  at  the 


T'  H E A T R E S-R  O Y A L 


1 N 


If 

i f 


Drury -Lane  .and  Covent r Garden. 


By  SHAKESPEARE. 


r ^ jt  1 

..  r..  ^ Jt. 


... 


LONDON: 

Printed  for  J.  W E N M A N,  No  144,  Fleet.Strhet;  and  Sold  by  all 
Other  Bookfellcrs  in  Town  and  Country, 

J4  DCC  LXJfVlII. 


r ' 


4-4--¥  4^  -¥"4"^ 


/y  , ' . ■■ 


^'  . . ' /■  rV 


Dramatis  Perfbnas- 


MEN. 


King  Hsnrt. 

Cardinal  Wotsiy, 

Cranmer. 

Norfolk. 

Buckingham. 

Suffolk. 

SURRT. 

Lord  Chamberlain. 
Gardiner. 

Cardinal  Campeius. 


Capvcibs. 

Lord  Abercavenny. 
Lord  Sands. 

Sir  H.  Guilford. 

Sir  T.  Lovel. 
Cromwell. 

Dr.  Buts. 

Surveyor. 

Porter. 


WOMEN. 


Queen  KATBjAr.j>JEV.  '.i 
Anns  Bullen. 


Aid  Laay.:  ;•• 


..f  A71ENCE. 


4-4 

-4-4-4*4'4'4"4"4'4"4  4 ■?' 


0 


0 cooocobo 

^'®«©'><i>®©<>0«®o©«0»©o^>0<>0«SX>0<>€><x£x>®»^)Oo©o*^o®<.€>'>«>'>0<)0<  ^ 


KING  HENRY  VIII. 


A C T I. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  ^^or^olk  at  one  Door:  at  the 
other,  the  Duke  ot  Buckingham,  anei  the  Lord 
Abergavenny. 

Euek.f  ^OOD  morrow,  and  well  met.  How 
V_J  have  you  done 
Since  iait  we  faw  you  in  France  ? 

Nor.  [ tliank  your  grace; 

Healthful,  ajid  ever  line'e,  a frelh  admirer 
Of  what  1 law  there 

Buck.  An  untimely  ague 
Staid  me  a ptifoner  in  my  chamber,  when 
1 hofe  luns  of  glory,  thofe  two  lights  of  men. 

Met  in  the  vale  of  Arde. 

Nor.  Then  you  loit 

The  view  of  earthly  glory.  The  two  kings. 

Equal  in  lullre,  were  now  beft,  now  worll,' 

As  prefeoce  did  prefent  them. 

■When  tnele  funs, 

(For  fo  they  phrafe  'em)  by  their  heralds,  challeng’d 
Fhe  noble  fpinrs  fo  arm,,  they  did  perform 
Beyond  thought’s  compafs. 

And  all  this  order’d  by  the  good  diferetion 
Of  t!ie  right  rev'rend  Cardinal  of  York. 

Buck  The  devil  fpeed  him:  What  had  he  to  do 
In  thefe  fierce  vanities? 

Why  took  he  upon  him. 

Without  the  privity  o’th’king,  t’appoint 
Who  fiiould  attend  him  ? he  rVajees  up  the  file 
Of  all  the  gentry;  for  the  moll  part  luch. 

To  whom  as  great  a charge  as  little  honour  * 

He  meant  to  lay  up'^n  ’em. 

Nor.  I he  Hate  takes  notice  of  the  private  dif- 
Bctwixt  you  and  the  cardinal.  fference 

You  know  his  nature;  ^ 

That  he  s revengeful;  and  I know  his  fword 
Hath  a (ha. p edge:  It’s  long,  and’t  may  be  faid. 

It  reaches  tar;  and  where  ’twill  not  exte’-d. 
Thither  he  darts  it.  Bofotn  up  my  counfel  ; 

You  II  find  it  wholefiune.  Lo,  where  comes  that 
That  I advli'e  your  Ihunning.  [rocic. 

Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey  and  Cromwell,  the  Purf, 
borne  before  him,  certain  of  the  Guard,  and  two 
Seeretanet,  with  Pafer,  ■ the  Cardinal  in  his  paj- 
ffg^  fixeth  his  Eye  on  Buckingham,  and  Buck- 
inghajn  on  him,  both  full  of  difdain. 

T*’'  BucKineham’s  furveyor?  ha' 

Where  s his  examination  ? 

Crom.  Here,  fo  pleafe  vmj. 

Wol.  Is  he  In  perfon  ready? 

Crom.  Ay,  an’t  pies  e your  grace. 
hPol.  Well,  we  Ihall  then  know  more, 

V^nd  Buckingham  Ihall  lefTen  this  big  look. 

[Exeunt  Cardinal,  and  his  train. 
Buck. Thit  butcher  scuris  venom-moiith'd,  and  I 
fdave  ijot  the  j)ower  to  muzxle  him,  therefore  beft 


Not  wake  him  in  his  (lumber*.  I read  in’s  looks 
Matter  againll  me,  and  his  eye  revil’d 
Me,  as  his  ahj;-dl  objeft;  at  this  inftant 
He  bores  me  with  I'ome  trick;  he’s  gone  to  th’ 
I’ll  follow,  and  outdare  him.  [king  J 

Nor.  Stay,  my  lord. 

And  let  yo'iir  reafon  with  your  cholcr  queftion. 
What  ’tis  you  go  about.  Be  advis'd,  i fay  j 
There  is  no  Englilh  foul  who  better  can 
Direff  you  than  yourfelf. 

If  with  the  fap  of  reafon  you  would  quench, 

Or  but  allay  the  fire  of  palTion. 

Buck.  Sir, 

I’m  thankful  to  you,  and  I’ll  go  along. 

By  your  ptefeription  ; but  this  top. proud  fellow, 
Wiiom  from  the  flow  of  gall  I name  not,  but 
From  fincere  motions ; by  intelligenc* 

And  proofs,  as  clear  as  founts  in  July,  when 
We  fee  each  grain  of  gravel,  I do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treafonous. 

Nor.  Say  not,  treafonous. 

Buck.  To  th’  king  TII  fay’t,  and  make  my  vouch 
as  ftrong 

As  (hore  of  rock my  lord,  this  holy  fox. 

Or  wolf,  or  both,  his  mind  and  place 
Infrfting  one  another; 

Suggefts  the  king  our  mafter 

To  this  l.ift  coftly  treaty,  th’  interview, 

That  fwallow'd  fo  much  treafure,  and  like  a gla(b. 
Did  break  i’th’  rinfing. 

Nor.  Faith,  and  fo  it  did. 

Buck.  Pray,  give  me  favour.  Sir — this  cunning 
The  articles  o’th’ combination  drew,  [cardinal 
As  himfelf  pleas’d  ; and  they  were  ratify’d. 

As  he  cry’d,  let  it  be to  as  much  end, 

As  give  a crutch  to  th’  dead  ; but  our  court-cardinal 
Has  done  th's,  and  ’tis  well — for  worthy  Wolfey, 
Who  cannot  err,  he  did  it.  Let  the  king  know, 
(.As  foon  he  Ihall  by  me)  that  thus  the  cardinal  ‘ 
Does  buy  and  fell  his  honour  as  he  pleafes. 

Nor.  I am  forry 

To  hear  this  of  him  ! and  could  wifh  you  were 
Something  miftaken  in’t. 

Bufk.  No,  not  a fyllable: 

I do  pronounce  him  in  that  very  fliape 
Hejha.'!  appear  in  proof. 

Ettfer'Brandon,  a Serjeant  at  Arms  before  him,  an4 
two  or  three  of  the  Guard. 

Bran.  Your  office,  Serjeant;  execute  it. 

Serj.  Sir 

My  lord,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  Earl 
Ot  Hertford,  Stafford,  and  Northampton,  1 
Arreft  thee  of  high  treafotj,  in  the  name 
Of  our  mod  fov’ieign  king.  ' 

Buck.  Lo  you,  my  lord. 

The  net  has  fall’n  upon  me ; I Ihall  perlfti, 

Under  device  and  pradfice^ 
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Bran,  I am  forry 
To  fee  you  ta’en  from  liberty} 

’Tii  his  highnef!’  pieafure 
V^ou  ihail  Co  th'  Tower. 

Buck,  ft  will  help  me  nothing 
To  pieao  mine  innocence  j for  that  Hve  is  on  me, 
Vrhich  makes  my  whitell  part  black.  1 obey. 

€>  my  forh,  fare  ye  well. 

Bran.  'Hi.'j,  he  mulf  bear  you  company.  The  king 
Js  pleas’d  you  fhall  to  th’  Tower,  till  you  know 
How  he  determines  farther. 

Aber.  The  king’s  pieafure  .mult  be  obey’d. 

Bren,  Here  is  a warf.ant  from 
The  ki.ng,  t’attach  Lord  .Montague,  and  the  bodies 
Of  the  duke’s  confelTor,  John  oe  la  Car, 

And  Gilbert  Pick,  his  chancellor. 

Bud,  So,  ft> ; 

Thefe  are  the  limbs  o’th'  plot:  no  more,  i hope? 
Bran,  A monk  o’th’  Chartreux. 

Buck.  Nicholas  Hopkins?  ' 

Bran.  He. 

Buck.  My  furveyor  is  f.ilfe,  the  o’e.-great  cardinal 
Hath  fhew’d  him  gold  ; ray  life  is  fpann’d  already  : 
] am  the  fhaUow  of  poor  Buckingham} 

’Whofe  figure  e’en  this  inftant  cloud  puts  out. 

By  dark’ning  my  clear  fun.  My  lord,  farewel.  i 

\^Exeuni. 

Tlourijh,  Enter  King  Henry,  leaning  on  the  Car- 
dinal'i  Shoulder-,  the  Nohlee,  and  Sir  Thomas 
Lovel } the  Cardinal f laces  hitnjelf  under  the  King's 
Feet,  on  his  Ri^bt-Jide. 

King.  My  life  itfelf,  and  the  bed  heart  of  it, 
Thank  you  for  this  great  care,  1 ftood  i’th’ level 
Of  a full  charge  confed’racy,  and  give  thanks 
To  you  that  chok’a  it.  Let  be  call’d  before  us 
That  gentleman  of  Buckingham's,  in  perfon, 

J’il  hear  him  his  contcliions  jultify. 

And,  point  by  point,  the  treafons  of  his  ina.der 
He  /hall  again  reiate. 

Lord  Chamberlain  fays,  Room  for  tlie  Queen. 
Enter  the  Slueen,  Jfse  kneels.  The  King  rifrth 
from  his  State,  takes  her  uf,  kijfes  and  piaceth  her 
hy  him. 

King.  Rife,  and  take  plaee  by  us. 

^ueen.  Nay,  we  mud  1 ' nger  kneel } I am  a fuitor. 
King.  Arife,  and  take  place  by  us}  half  your  fuit 
Never  name  to  us}  you  have  half  our  power: 

The  other  moiety  ere  you  alk  is  given} 

Repeat  your  will,  and  take  ir. 

E^ueen.  Thank  your  majedy. 

That  you  would  love  yourfelt,  and,  in  that  love. 
Not  unconfider’d  leave  your  honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  office,  is  the  point 
jOf  my  petition. 

K.ng.  Lady  mine,  proceed. 

E^ueen.  1 am  folicited,  not  by  a few. 

And  thofe  of  true  condition,  that  your  fuSjeffs 
Are  in  great  grievance.  There  have  been  com- 
miffions 

Sentdown  among  ’em,  which  have  flaw’d  the  heart 
Of  all  therrloyalties } wherein  although  [To  Wolfey, 
IMy  good  lord  cardinal)  they  vent  reproaches, 

Mod  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter  on 
Of  thefe  exaflions,  ye:  the  king  our  mader 
fWbofe  honour  heav'n  ffiield  from  foil)  cLapes  not 
Language  unmannerly}  yea  fuch  which  breaks 
The  fides  of  loyalty,  andalmod  appears 
Jn  loud  fcbe.lion. 

Efor.  Not  almod  appears. 

It  doth  appear;  for  upon  thefe  t.ixations, 

‘The  clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  to  them  ’longing, 
pell'd  by  hunger, 


And  lack  of  other  means,  are  all  in  uproar. 

And  ranger  ferves  among  them. 

King.  Taxation? 

Wherein  ' and  what  tax.ition  ? my  lord'cardina?, 
Vou  chat  arc  b am’.!  for  it  alike  with  us. 

Know  you  of  this  taxation? 

mi.  Plcafe  ynu,  Sir, 

I know  but  of  a Single  part,  In  aught 
Pertains  to  th*  Itatc,  and  front  but  in  that  file 
W‘'ere  others  teil  ft"ps  with  me. 

Slueen.  No,  my  lord, 

You  know  no  more  than  others;  but  you  frame 
r lings  that  are  known  alike,  which  are  not  whole- 
lome 

To  thofe  which  would  not  know  them,  and  yet  muil 
Perforce  be  their  actjualntancc.  Thefe  exadVions 
(‘•Vhereof  my  fovercign  would  Iiave  note)  they  arc 
M’Olt  pe.Hilent  to  th  hearing;  and  to  bear  'em. 

The  back,  is  facrifiecto  th'luad.  They  fay, 

They  arc  devis'd  by  yon,  or  clfe  you  fufi'er 
Too  hard  an  exclamation. 


fCingu  Still  exaction! 

Tije  nature  of  it,  in  what  kind,  let's  know, 
iS  this  exaiffion  ? 

j am  much  too  vent'rous, 

In  templing  of  your  patience,  but  am  boldenM, 
Under  your  promis’d  pardon.  The  fubjec^s*  grief 
Comes  through  commiflions,  which  compel  trom 
T ne  fixth  part  ofhis  fubrtance,  to  be  levy’d  [each 
Without  delay  ; and  the  pretence  for  this, 

Is  nam'd,  your  wars  in  Frarjce.  This  makes  bold 
mouths. 

Tongues  fpit  their  duties  out,  and  cold  hearts  freeze 
Allegiance  in  them.  Ail  their  curies,  now. 

Live  where  their  pray *rs  did.  I would  your  high- 
Would  give  it  qui>:k  confideration.  [nefs 

Kin^.  By  my  Iiie, 

This  is  againll:  our  pieafure. 

IVol.  And  for  me, 

I have  no  fai  Cher  gone  in  this,  than  by 
A Tingle  voice,  and  that  not  pafl  me  but 
By  learned  approbation  of  the  judges. 

If  I’m  traduc  d by  tongues,  whic  neither  know 
My  faculties,  nor  perlon,  yet  will  be 
The  chronicles  of  my  doin^’,  let  me  fay, 

’Tis  but  the  fate  of  place,  and  the  rough  brake 
That  vii  c^^e  muft  go  thr0Uj,h. 

If  we  ftjnd  rlill,  in  fear,  we, then  are  only 
Statues  of  the  i}aie. 

Kin^.  Things  done  well, 

■And  with  a care,  exempt  themfelvcs  from  tear  j 
Things  d.-nc  without  exainpU,  in  their  iiiuc 
Are  to  be  fear’d.  Have  you  a precedent 
Of  this  coinmillion  ? i believe  not  any. 


V'e  muft  not  rer.d  our  fubjeits  trom  our  laws, 

^nd  ftick  them  in  our  will-  Sixth  part  ot  each  I 
trembling  contribution  !- — Why,  we  take 
rom  ev'r)  tree,  lop,  b^rk,  and  part  o th  timber  ; 
Lnd  though  we  leave  it  with  the  root  thus  hackVy 
'he  air  will  drink  the  Tap.  I o cv  ry  county 
^hcre  this  is  queftion’d,  fend  our  letters,  with 
ree  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  deny  d 
'he  force  of  this  commifiion.  Pray  look  to 
put  it  to  your  care. 

WoL  A word  with  you.  [To  Cromwell. 

,et  there  be  letters  writ  to  evVy  /hire, 

)f  the  king's  grace  and  pardon.  The  griev  dcom- 
lardly  conceive  of  me.  Let  it  be  nois'd,  [mons 
'hat  through  our  inCercefllonfi,  this  revokemcPt 
ind  pardon  comes » I /hall  angn  adyife  you 
arther  in  the  proceeding.  [£xif  Crom, 

Knttr  Surt'epru 

^cen,  J'r;  forty  that  the  puke  of  Buckingham 
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Is  nin  In  your  difj'Ieiftive. 

Ki>:g‘  It  giieves  mSny. 

Tl>e  Ki-nclrman  is  /earn  d ; a mnft  rare  fpeaker  ; 

To  na  ure  none  more  oound  J bu'.  he,  my  lady, 

Kac:i  into  inonftrous  habits  jiuithe  graces 
That  once  were  hie. 

Sit  ; you  (hall  hear 

( Phis  was  his  gentloman  in  trufi)  of  him 
Things  to  ftrike  honour  fad.  Bid  him  recount 
The  fore-recited  pr.oSl  ccs,  whereof 
We  cannot  hear  too  much. 

f-Ao/.  Stand  forth,  and  with  bold  fpirit,  relate  what 
Mod  like  a orcfal  I'ubjcdf,  have  colleiBei  [you, 
Out  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

ATi/tf.  Speak  freely. 

Sur-v.  Fitft,  it  was  ufoal  with  him,  ev'ry  day, 

It  would  infedt  his  fpeech,  that  if  'he  king 
Should  without  llToe  die,  he’d  carry't  fo. 

To  make  the  fcepter  his.  Thefe  very  words 
I’ve  heard  him  utter  to  his  fon-in-law. 

Lord  AbergaveDny,  to  whom,  by  oath,  he  menac’d 
Revenge  upon  the  cardinal. 

Khg.  Speak  on. 

H')W  grounded  he  his  title  to  the  crown,  j 

Upon  our  fail  ? To  this  point,  hall  thou  heard  him 
At  any  time  fpeak  aught  ? 

Surv.  He  was  brought  to  this. 

By  a vain  prophefy  of  Nicholas  Hopkins, 

H s confrflor,  who  fed  him,  ev’ry  minute, 

With  words  of  fov’reignty.  There  is,  fays  he, 

A holy  monk,  that  oft 

Hath  ftnt  to  me,  wilhing  me  to  permit 

John  de  la  Car,  my  chaplain,  a choice  hour, 

To  hear  from  him  a matter  of  fame  moment. 

Who  (after  under  the  confcBion’s  feal 
He  folemnly  had  fworn,  that  what  he  fpoke, 

My  chaplain  to  no  creature  living,  bat 
To  me,  Ihuuld  utter)  sviih  demure  confidence. 
Thus  paufingly  enfu’d  : neither  thelcing,nor’sheirs 
(Tell  you  the  duke)  (hallprofper;  bid  him  flrive 
■To  gain  the  love  o’tli’  commonalty,  the  duke 

Shall  govern  England 

Sluetr,  If  1 know  you  well, 

You  were  the  duke's  furveyor,  and  loll  your  office, 
On  the  complaint  o’tli’  tenants.  Take  good  heed. 
You  charge  not,  in  your  fpleen,  a noble  perfon. 
And  fpoil  your  noble  foul.  I fay,  take  heed. 

King.  Let  him  proceed. 

Surv.  On  my  foul,  I’ll  fpeak  but  truth. 

1 told  my  lord,  fie  duke  , by  th’ devil’s  illufions, 
The  monk  might  be  deceiv’d,  and  that  ’twas  dan- 
For  him  to  ruminate  on  this.  [gerous 

He  anfwer’d,  Tu/h, 

It  can  do  me  no  damage;  adding  farther, 

I hat  had  the  King  in  his  la(l  lickncfs  fail’d, 

The  cardinal’s  and  Sir  Thomas  Level’s  heads 
Should  have  gone  off. 

King.  Ha!  What  fo  rank?  Ah,  ha 
There’s  mifchlef  in  this  man.  Can'll  thou  fay 
Surv.  lean,  my  liege.  [farther? 

King.  Proceed. 

Sur-v.  Being  at  G-eenwich, 

After  your  highnefs  had  reprov’d  the  duke. 

About  Sir  William  Blomer 

King.  1 remember 

Of  fuch  a time,  he  being  my  fworn  fervant, 
a'he  duke  retain’d  him  his.  But  on. 

Surni.  If,  quoth  he,  1 for  this  had  been  com- 
mitted. 

As  to  the  Tower,  I thougiit;  T would  have  play’d 
I he  part  my  father  meant  to  aft  upon 
Thaufu'per,  Richard,  who  bring  at  Salllbury, 
Made  fuit  to  come  in's  prefence;  which,  if  granted, 


(As  he  made  femblance  of  his  duty)  would 
Have  put  his  dagger  into  him. 

King.  giant  traitor! 

)Vo/.  Now,  Madam,  may  his  highnefs  live  in 
■And  this  man  out  of  prifon  ' [freedom, 

^uren.  Heaven  mend  all. 

King.  There’s  fomething  more  would  out  of  thee. 
What  fay’ll  ? 

Sur-v.  When  he  had  faid  this. 

With  one  hand  on  his  dagger, 

The  other  fpread  on’s  bread,  mounting  Ms  eyes» 
He  did  difeharge  a horrible  oath,  whofe  tenour 
Was,  were  he  evil  us’d,  he  would  out-go 
His  father,  by  as  much  as  a performance 
Docs  an  irrefolute  purpofe. 

King.  I'here’s  his  period. 

To  /heath  his  dagger  in  us:  he's  attach’d. 

Call  him  to  prefrnt  trial ; if  he  may 
Find  mercy  in  the  law,  'tis  his;  if  none, 

Let  him  not  feek’t  of  us.  By  cay  and  night 
He’s  traitor  to  the  height.  [Enenfit. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Chantb.  How  now  ? 

Wh.it  news.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel  ? 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Lovcl,  and  Lord  Sands. 

L.-u.  ’Faith,  my  loid, 

I hear  of  none,  but  the  new  proclamation 
Thai’s  clap'd  upon  the  court-gate. 

Cbamb.  What  is't  for? 

Lev.  The  reformation  of  our  travell’d  gallants, 
That  fill  the  court  with  quarrels,  talk,  and  taylors, 
Cbamb,  I’m  glad  ’tis  there  : now,  1 would  pray 
our  monfieurs 

To  think  an  Englilh  courtier  may  be  wife, 

And  never  fee  the  Louvre. 

What  a lo.'s  our  ladies 

Will  have  of  thefe  tcim  vanities! 

Lev.  Ay,  marry, 

There  will  be  woe,  indeed,  lords; 

A French  fong  and  a fiddle  has  no  fellow. 

Hand-’.  The  devil  fiddle  ’em;  Tm  glad  they’re  a* 
going. 

For  fure  there’s  no  converting  ’em.  Now,  Sirs, 
An  honeft  country  lord,  as  I am,  beaten 
A long  time  nut  of  play,  m.iy  bring  his  plain  fong, 
And  have  an  hour  of  hearing,  ani  by’r  lady, 

Held  current  mulic,  too. 

Cbamb.  Well  faid,  Lord  Sands, 

V’our  colt’s  tooth  is  not  call  yet? 

Sands.  No,  my  lord. 

Nor  /hall  not,  while  I have  a /lump. 

Cbamb.  Sir  Thomas, 

Whither  are  you  going? 

Lev.  To  the  cardinal’s; 

Your  lord/h  p is  a guelt,  too. 

Cbamb.  U.  'tis  true. 

This  night  he  makes  a fupper,  and  a great  one, 

To  many  lords  and  ladies.  There  will  be 
The  beauty  of  this  kingdom,  I’ll  afihre  you. 

Lev.  Th,e  churciiman  bears  a bounteous  mind, 
indeed  ; 

A hand  as  /rtiitful,  as  the  land  t’nat  feeds  us. 
Cbamb.  iMy  barge  llays ; 

Your  lo.-d/hip  /hali  along.  Come,  good  Sir  Tho- 
We  ih.all  be  late  elfe.  [mas, 

Sands.  Av,  ay. 

If  the  h aiities  are  there,  I mud  make 
One  among  ’em,  to  be  lure.  [f.rcurf. 

/I  Jtnol!  table  under  a jiate  far  the  Cardinal \ i lanyrr 
table  for  the  gueJL.  Anne  Pullen,  and  etivers  en.  er 
Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  as  guefts.  Enter  Sit  Men  y 

CfUi itoi  d. 

Cud.  Ladies,  a gen’ral v-sicome  Lorn  hit  gra^.; 
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Salutes  ye  a!!;  this  nigh:  he  dedicates 
To  fair  content  and  you.  None  here,  he  hopes, 

In  all  this  nobly  bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad.  He  would  have  all  as  merry', 

As,  lirir,  good  company,  girod  wine,  good  welcome 
Can  make  good  people.  - ^ 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  Lord  Sands,  ar.d  Lovel. 
O,  my  lo.d,  y’re  tardy; 

Tl.e  very  thoughts  of  this  fair  company, 

Clap’d  wings  to  me. 

Cbjmb,  you’re  young,  Sir  Karry  Guilford. 

Sards.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  had  the  cardinal 
But  half  my  lay-thoughts  in  him,  fime  of  thefe 
Snouid  find  a running  banquet,  ere  thev  reffed, 

1 think  would  better  pleafe  ’em.  Bv  my  life. 

They  are  a fweet  focietv  of  f.rir-ones. 

Lov.  O that  your  lordfliip  were  but  now  con- 
To  one  or  two  of  thefe.  [feflbr 

Sards.  I would  I were. 

They  ihould  find  eafy  penance. 

Li.’u.  'Faith,  how  eafy? 

Sands.  As  eafy  as  a down  bed  would  afford  it. 

Chamb.  Sweet  ladies,  will  it  pleafe  you  fit. Sir 

Harry, 

Place  you  that  fide,  I’ll  take  the  charge  of  this. 

His  grace  is  entering — Nay,  you  mult  not  freeze  : 

Tw  

My 

Pray  fit  between  thefe  ladies. 

Sands.  By  my  faith, 

A-nd  thank  your  lordffip.  By  your  leave,  fweet 
ladies  : - 

It  I chance  to  talk  a little  wild,  forgive  me; 

1 had  it  from  my  father. 

Anne.  Was  he  mad,  Sir? 

Sands.  O very  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love  too; 
But  he  would  bite  none.  Juft  as  I do  now. 

He’d  kifs  you  twenty  with  a breath.  [K'tffes  kcr. 

Chamb.  WeM  fald,  my  lord. 

So  now  y'are  fairly  I'eated.  Gentlemen, 

The  penancr  lies  on  you,  if  thefe  fair  ladies 
Pafs  away  ftownitjg. 

Sands.  For  my  little  cure. 

Let  rac  alone. 

Flour  jl}.  F.mer  Cardinal  VVolfisy,  and  takes  l;s  flate. 
V/ut.  Y'are  welcome,  my  fair  guefts.  Thatnoole 
lady, 

Or  gentleman,  that  is  not  freeK  merry. 

Is  not  my  friend.  friis,  to  confirm  rny  welcome. 
And  to  you  all,  good  health. 

Sands.  V our  grace  is  noble : 

Let  me  have  fuch  a bowl  may  hold  my  thanks. 

And  (ave  me  fo  much  talking. 
kf'o!.  Mj  Lord  Sands, 

I am  beholden  to  you;  cheer  your  nelghboui- 
Ladies,  you  are  not  merry.  Gentlemen, 

Whofe  fault  is  this  ? 

Sands.  The  red  wine  firft  muft  rife 
In  their  fair  cheeks,  my  lord,  then  we  flia! 

1 alk  us  to  filence. 

Anne.  You’re  a merry  gamefter. 

My  Lord  Sands. 

Sands.  Yes,  if  I make  my  play. 

Here’s  to  your  lady  (hip  ; and  pieoge  it.  Madam  ; 

For,  ’tis  to  fuch  a thing 

Anne.  You  cannot  (hew  me. 

Sands.  I toldyourgracethstthcy  wpitld  ralkanon 
f Drum  and  rrumtecs,  and  uuns  diUhartrid 
Wil.  What’s  that  ^ * 

Chamb.  Look  out  there,  fame  of  ye.  ' 

Wol.  V\  hat  warlike  voice. 

And  to  wl:ac  c'ld  Is  this>  Na\,  la. lies,  fra:  not; 

By  all  t:,e  laws  ui  war  v are  piivileuco. 
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Enter  Cromwell. 

Chamb.  How  now,  what  is’:. > 

Crom.  A noole  troop  o'f  (Grangers, 

For  fo  they  feem.  have  left  their  barge,  and  landed, 
^ And  hitner  make,  as  great  ambalfacors 
jl’rom  foreign  prince*. 

kVol.  Good  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Go,  give  ’em  welcome;  you  can  fpeak  the  French 
tongue, 

Andpray  lecrive  ’em  nobly,  and  conduft  ’em 
Into  our  prefence,  wlie^e  this  heav  n of  beauty 
Shall  (hinc  at  full  upon  them.  Some  attend  him. 

, [All  arijes  and  tables  retneved. 

1 ou  ve  now  a broken  banquet,  but  we’ll  mend  it. 
A good  digcfiion  to  you  all ; and  once  more, 

I (hower  a welcome  on  ye:  welcome  all. 

Flourifi.  Enter  King,  ard  others,  as  majkers,  ha- 
bited like  Shepherds,  ujker'd  iy  the  Lord  Chani- 
beilain.  They  pafs  dircBly  before  the  Cardiqal, 
and  gracefully  falute  him. 

A noble  company  ! What  a-e  their  pleafures  ? 
CWi.Rccaufe  they  fpeak  no  Engli(h,  thus  they 
pray’d 

To  tell  your  grace,  that  having  heard,  by  fame. 

Of  this  (o  nob:e,  and  fo  fair  affembly, 

This  night  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  lefs. 


O , v;’°  — ■■eeze;  . mis  M.guc  to  meet  nere,  they  could  do  no  lefs, 

1 wo  women  pUc  d together  make  cold  weather — Out  of  the  great  refpeft  they  bear  to  beauty 
,1y  Lord  Sands,  you  ate  one  will  keep  ’em  waking. ' But  leave  their  flocks,  and,  under  your  fair  conduct, 
rav  fit  between  thefe  ladies.  Crave  leave  to  view  thefe  ladies,  and  intreat 

An  hour  of  revels  with  ’em. 

kFcl.  Say,  Lord  Chamberlain, 

They  ve  done  my  poor  houfe  grace : for  which  I 
pay  ’em 

A thoiifand  tlianks; 
fores. 

f Chafe  ladtes.  King  and  Anne  Bullen.  Dance. 
King.  The  (aireft  band  1 ever  touch  d I O,  beauty. 
Pill  now  I never  knew  thee, 
m/.  My  lord. 

Chamb,  Your  grace? 


I have 
[’em 


and  pray  ’em  take  their  plea- 


IKol.  Pray,  tell  ’em  thus  much  from  me ; 

There  (liouid  be  one  amongft  ’em,  by  his  perfon. 
More  worthy  this  place,  than  mrfelf,  to  whom, 

If  I but  knew  hrin,  with  my  love  and  duty 
1 would  furrender  It.  [^IVhiJ'ptr. 

Chamb.  I will,  my  lord, 

D o!.  What  fay  they.^ 

■ Chamb.  Such  a one,  they  all  confefs, 

There  is,  indeed,  which  they  will  have  your  grace 
Find  rut,  and  he  will  take  it. 

IV  1.  Let  me  (’ee,  then. 

By  all  your  good  leaves,  gentlemen,  here  Til  make 
My  royal  choice. 

King,  You've  found  him,  cardinal: 

You  hold  a fair  .iffemhly.  You  do  well,  my  lord. 
V'ou  are  achuich-man,  or  I’ll  teil  you,  cardinal, 

I (hiliild  judge  you  unhappily. 

JVol.  I’m  glad 

Your  grace  is  grown  fo  pleafant. 

King.  My  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Pr’yihre,  come  hither;  what  fair  lady’s  that  ? 
Chamb.  An't  pleafe  your  grace.  Sir  Thomas  Bul- 
len’s  d.iughter, 

(The  'Vifcount  Kochford)  one  of  her  highnefs' 
women. 

King.  By  Heav’n,  (he’s  a dainty  one. Sweet* 

1 were  un.mannerly  to  take  you  our,  [heart, 

[Fo  Anne  Bullen. 

And  not  to  kifs  you. — .V  hc.alth,  gentlemen. 

Let  it  g.-i  r.nund. 

IVil.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  Is  the  banquet  rfady 
I’  The  prus -cliarnbcr r 
I ra’.  I'es,  itiy  lord. 
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?Kc/,  Your  grace,  ' 

I fear,  is  a little  heated. 

Xi/sg.  1 fear,  too  much. 

Pf'ii/.  There’s  frelher  air,  my  lord. 

In  the  next  chamber. 

King.  Lead  in  your  ladies,  every  one. Sweet 

partner, 

I mutt  not  vet  forfake  you  ; let’s  be  merry. 

My  good  lord  cardin.al,  you  niuft  give  us  leave 
To  keep  thefe  laoies  from  bcirrett  awhile. 

I have  another  mealure  ye.  to  lead  ’em, 

Which  being  ended,  they  fliall  all  go  deep. 

Then  this,  which  does  a happy  vifion  feem. 

May  be  again  repeated  in  a dream.  [^Exeunt. 


oodo«ooo«ooo«ooo 


A C T II. 


Enter  j/7.  Envo  ‘I'ipjla'ucs.  7.d.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel, 
and  Vaux.  •^d.  Exctiifiiner,  •auith  the  Axe  to- 
nvardi  the  Duke.  e^th.  "i  he  Duke  of  Buckingham. 
yh.  Four  Gentlemen  in  Bljck,  6th.  Envo  Guard:, 
Buck.'^LK  O U that  thus  far  have  come  to  pity  me, 
■ Hear  what  I lay,  and  then  go  home 
and  lofe  me. 

I have  this  day  receiv’d  a traitor’s  judgment. 

And  by  that  name  muft  die.  Yet  Heav’n  bear 
witnefs. 

And  rf  I have  a confcience,  let  it  fink  me. 

Even  as  the  axe  fails,  if  I be  not  faithful. 

To  til’ law  1 bear  no  malice  for  my  death, 

’T  has  done,  upon  the  premifes,  but  jufiice: 

But  thofe  that  fought  it,  1 could  wifii  more  chriiiians. 
Be  what  they  will,  1 heartily  forgive ’em; 

For  farther  Irfe  in  this  world  I ne’er  hope. 

Nor  will  I fue,  altho’  the  king  have  mercies 
More  than  I dare  make  faults.  You  few  that  lov’d 
And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham,  [me. 
His  noble  friends  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 
Is  only  bitter  to  him,  only  dying, 

Go  with  me,  like  good  angels,  to  my  end. 

And  as  the  long  divoice  of  fteel  falls  on  me. 

Make  of  your  prayrrs  one  fweet  facriiice. 

And  lift  my  foul  to  he.iv’n.  Lead  on. 

Lov.  1 do  bcfeech  your  grace  for  charity, 

If  ever  any,  m ihce  in  your  heart 
Were  hid  againi't  me,  now  foigive  me  frankly. 
Buck.  Sir  fhomar  Lovel,  i as  free  forgive  you. 

As  1 would  be  forgiven:  1 forgive  all. 

Commend  me  to  his  grace: 

And  if  hefpeakof  Buckingham,  pray,  tell  him, 
You  .met  him  half  in  Meaven.  My  vows  and 
pray'rs 

Yet  are  the  kings;  and  till  my  fouTforfake  n«e. 
Shall  cry  for  blellings  on  him.  May  he  live 
Longer  tnan  1 have  time  to  tell  his  years  ; 

Ever  belov’d,  and  loving  may  his  rule  be! 

And  when  old  ti.me  fl:a!l  lead  hi.m  to  his  end, 
Goodnefs  and  he  fill  up  one  mpnumentl 
Lonj.  Prepare  there. 

The  duke  is  coming:  fee  the  barge  be  ready, 

And  fit  it  with  fuch  furniture  as  fuits 
The  greatnefs  of  his  perfon. 

Buck.  Nay,  Sir  Thomas, 

Let  it  alone  : my  ftate  now,  vyijl  but  mock  me. 
When  I came  hither,  1 was  lord  high-conftable, 
And  Duke  of  Buckingham;  now,  poor  Edmund 
Yet, I am  richer  than  my  bafe  accufers,  [Bohu:i; 
That  never  knew  what  truth  meant. 

My  noble  father,  Henry  of  Buckingham, 

^yho  ijrft  rais’d  head  againft  ulur^in^  Richap:^^  ' 


Flying  for  fuccour  to  his  fervant,  Banifter, 

Being  diftrefs’d,  was  by  that  wretch  betray’d, 

.‘Ind  witliout  trial  fell.  Peace  be  with  him! 

! had  my  triad, 

And  mutt  needs  fay,  a noble  one;  which  makes  me 
A little  happier  than  my  father: 

Vet  thus  far  we  are  one  in  fortune,  both 
Fell  by  our  fervants,  by  thofe  men  we  lov’d. 

You  that  hear  rue, 

This  f om  a dying  man  receive,  as  cert.ain  : 

Where  you  are  lib’i  al  of  your  loves  and  coiinfels. 

Be  lure  you  benotloofe:  thofe  you  make  frieiids, 
And  give  your  hearts  to,  w hen  they  once  perceive 
The  leaft  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away. 

Like  water  from  ye;  never  found  again, 

But  where  they  mean  to  fink  ye.  All  good  people, 
Prryforme!  1 muft  leave  ye;  the  laft  hour 
Of  iTiy  long  weary  life  is  come  upon  me. 

Farcwel;  and  when  you  would  fayfomething  fad; 
Remember  Buckingham. 

[^Extunt  Buckingham  and  ‘TratUr 
Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  the  Dukes  of  ^orfoWcand 
Suffolk. 

Nor.  Well  met,  my  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Chamb.  Good  d.ty  to  both  your  gracis. 

&uff.  How  is  the  king  employM  i 
Chamb.  1 left  him  private, 

Full  of  fad  thoughts  and  troubles, 

Nor.  What’s  the  caufe  i 

Chamb.  It  feems  the  marriage  with  his  brother^ 
Has  crept  too  near  his  confcience.  [wife 

Siuff.  No,  his  confcience 
Has  crept  too  near  another  lady. 

Nor,  'Tis  fo.  t’ 

This  is  the  cardinal’s  doing;  the  king-cardinal; 
Th;<t  blind  prieft.  like  the  eldeft  fon  of  fortune,' 
Turns  what  he  lifts.  The  king  will  know  him, 
one  day.' 

Buff.  Pray  Heaven  he  do;  he’ll  never  know  hlm- 
felf  elfe. 

Nor.  We  had  need  pray,  and  heartily,  for  deli- 
Or  this  imperious  man  will  work  us  all,  [v  ranee; 
From  princes  into  pages.  .Let’s  in; 

And  with  feme  other  bufinefs,  put  the  king 
From  thefe  fad  thoughts  th.it  work  too  much  upon 
My  lord,  you’ll  bear  us  company!  [him. 

Chamb,  Excufe  me. 

The  king  hath  fent  me  other-where:  befides. 

You’ll  rind  it  a moft  unrit  tii:ie  to  dlfturb  him. 
Health  to  your  lotdlhips.  [£xk  Loid  Chamberlain. 
Buff.  See,  tihe  King. 

Enter  the  VJiUt,,  reading  fer.f.vely. 

Buff.  How  lad  he  looks  ! fure  he  is  much  afflidled. 
King.  Who’s  there;  ha? 

Nor.  Pray  Heaven,  he  be  not  angry. 

King.  Who's  there,  I fay?  how  date  you  thruft 
Into  my  private  meditations?  [ycurfelves 

Who  am  I ? ha  ? 

Akr.  A gracious  king,  that  pardons  all  offences 
Malice  ne’er  meant ; our  breach  of  duty,  this  way. 
Is  bufinefs  of  eftate;  in  which  we  come 
To  know  your  royal  pleafure. 

King.  Ve  are  too  bold  I 

Go  to;  11!  make  you  know  your  tim.e?  of  bufinefs  ; 

Is  t.his  an  hour  for  temporal  affairs?  ha? 

Enter  Wolfey,  and  Catr.peins  the  Pope’s  Legate,  'with 
a CommiJJion. 

Who’s  there  ? my  good  lard  cardinal?  O,  my  Woll'ey  ! 
The  quiet  of  my  wounded  confcience! 

Thou  art  a cure,  fit  for  a king. — You’re  welcome, 
.Molt  learned,  rey’reiid  Sir,  into  our  kingde,-.  . 

B ' [To  Cs.-ijpc’.js, 
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Ufe  us,  and  it ; my  good  lord, 'have  great  care 
1 bo  ..'jt  ■ ^und  a talker. 
fi\:.  air,,  joo  cannot. 

I wciil-  you  grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Ot  private  conf  rencc. 

A';  ly.  We  are  buTy;  leave  us. 

Air.  This  prieii  i.as  no  pride  in  him, 

.Not  Co  lpea.v  >T  \ 

J wou.a  not  be  fo  lick,  though,  for  his  place: 

But  cnis  cannot  continue. 

Ncr.  If  it  do, 

I’l!  -.encore  one  Leave  at  him. 

w.v'T.  I another.  \_Kxeunt  Norfolk  and  Suffolk. 
K.r.ff,  Go. 

Your  g;ace  has  given  a precedent  ol  '.vifdorr 
Above  all  princes,  in  committing  freely 
Your  i'cruple  to  the  voice  of  Chriftendom. 

Who  can  be  angry,  now?  what  envy  retch  you? 
The  Spaniards,  ty’d  by  blood  ana  favour  to  her. 
Mull  now  confefs,  if  they  have  any  goodnci's. 

The  trial  juft  and  noble-  AH  t:  e cle.ks, 

I mean  the  learned  ones,  in  Chriftian  kingdom?. 
Have  their  free  voices.  Rome,  the  nurie  of  j augment. 
Invited  by  your  nob  e felf,  hath  fent 
One  gen’rai  to  gue  unto  us,  this  good  man, 
Thisjuft  and  learned  pried.  Cardinal  Campeius, 
Whom  once  more  i prefent  unto  your  b ghnefs. 
King.  And  o/.ce  mote  in  my  arms,  i bid  him  wel- 
come, 

And  tbank  the  holy  conclave  for  their  loves; 
They’ve  lent  me  fuch  a man  I would  have  wiih'd  for. 
Camp.  Your  gr  cc  mud  needs  deferve  alldran- 
gers  loves. 

You  are  lo  noble  : to  your  highnefs’  hand 
1 tendei  my  c mmiliion ; oy  wl  nfe  virtue, 

(The  court  of  R n-.e  commanding)  you,  my  lord 
Cardinal  of  Yt.ik,  are  j n'dwithme,  their  fervant, 
In  the  impartial  judging  of  this  bulinefs. 

King.  Twt  equal  men:  the  queen  lhall  be  ac- 
quainted, ' 

Fot  thwith,  for  what  you  come. — Where’s  Gardiner  r 
JVol.  I Know  your  maj  has  always  lov'd  her. 
So  dear  in  heart,  not  t i deny  her  whr.t 
A woman  of  lefs  place  m.ghi  afk  by  law, 

Scnolirs  a.I.iw’d  fcely  ti  argue  for  her. 

King.  Ay,  and  the  bed  fhe  lhall  have;  and  mt 
ravour, 

To  him  that  does  bed:  Heav’n  forbid,  elfe.  Cai 
dinal. 

fi’ythee,  call  Gaidiner  to  me,  my  new  fecretary, 
J find  him  a fit  fei'ow. 

Enter  Gardiner. 

IVol.  G.ve  me  your  hand;  much  joy  and  favou- 
You  are  the  king’s  now.  [to  you  ; 

Gtird.  But  to  be  commanded 
For  ever  by  your  grace,  wliofe  hand  has  rais’d  me 
King.  Come  hither,  Gardiner. 

[ffis/ir  and  PVhiffxr!. 
Camp.  My  Lord  of  York,  was  not  one  Doil.  i 
In  this  man’s  place  befoic  him?  [Pace, 

PKol.  Yes,  he  was. 

Camp.  Was  he  not  held  a learned  man  } 

Wei.  Ye^furely. 

Camp.  Believe  me,  there’s  an  ill  opinion  fpread. 
E’en  of  yourfeif,  lord  cardinal.  [then, 

Wei.  How  I of  me  .’ 

Camp.  They  will  not  dick  to  fay  you  envy’d  hl.t; ; 
And  fcailng  he  would  rife,  he  was  fo  virtuous, 
Kept  him  a foreign  man  dill,  which  fo  griev’d  him, 
Th.it  he  ran  mad,  and  dy’d. 

VKel.  Heav’n’s  peace  be  with  him’ 

That  s chrl.dian  care  enough  : for  living  murtnurers 
There's  places  of  lebuke.  He  was  a fool. 
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for  he  would  needs  be  virtuous.  That  good  fellovf 
if  1 command  him,  follows  my  appointment; 

1 will  have  none  lo  near  elfe. — Learn  this,  brotheri, 
W'e  live  not  o be  grip’d  by  meaner  peifons. 

King.  Deliver  this  with  modedy  to  h’  queen. 

[Exit  Gardiner. 

Tlie  mod  convenient  place  that  1 can  thinK  of, 
fo'-  inch  rece.pt  ol  learnirg,  is  Black-friars: 

There  ye  (ha'l  meet  about  tnis  weighty  oulincfs. 

My  vVoI.ey,  fee  it  furnilh’d.  O,  my  lOrc, 

vV  .uld  it  not  grieve  an  able  man,  to  leave 

So  1 wcet  a bedfellow  ? but  confciencc,  confcience— 

0 ’tis  a leader  place,  and  1 mud  leave  hei. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  ..^-r  e B-l!cn  cr,;/ an  Oi  ' Lady- 

Anne.  N t for  that  neither here’s  the  pang 

that  pinches. 

His  highnels  liv’a  fo  long  with  her,  and  die 
So  good  a lady,  that  no  tongue  coulu  ever 
Pronounce  difhon  ur  of  her;  by  iriy  life. 

She  never  knew  harm-doing. 

1 fwear  ’tis  better  to  be  lowly  born. 

Than  wear  a golden  forrow'. 

vi/ho  would,  on  fuch  conditions,  be  a queen? 

Old  L.  Belhrew  me,  I would,  and  fo  would  you» 
for  all  this  fpice  of  your  hypocrify; 

Anne.  Nay,  good  troth—— 

Old  L.  y ou  w'ould  not  be  a queen  ? 

Anne.  N.>,  not  for  all  the  liches  under  hcav’n. 
Old  L.  A three-pence  cow'd  would  hire  me, 

Oid  as  I am,  to  queen  it. 

Anne.  How  do  you  talk! 

1 fwear  again,  I would  not  be  a queen, 

For  all  the  world. 

Old  L In  faith,  for  little  England, 

You’ll  venture  an  emballlng:  1 myfeif, 

Would  for  Carnarvon/hire,  though  thcie  belong’d 
No  more  tp  th’  crown  but  that. — Lo,  who  comes 
here ! 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Cbamb.  Good  morrow,  ladies;  wbat  were’t  worth, 
to  know 

The  fectet  of  your  conf’ rente  ? 

Anne.  Cm  midrefs’  forrows  we  were  pitying. 
Ckamb.  It  was  a gentle  bufinefs,  and  becoming 
The  adlion  of  good  women : there  is  hope 
•All  will  be  well. 

Anne.  Now,  I pray  Heav’n,  amen. 

Cbamb.  You  bear  a gentle  mind,  and  heav'niy 
beffmgs 

follow  fuch  creatures.  That  you  may,  fair  lady. 
Perceive  1 (peak  fincerely,  the  king’s  majedy 
Commends  his  g -od  opinion  to  you,  and  ^ 

Does  p.  rpdfe  hor.oui  to  you,  no  lels  flowing, 

I'han  Marchioneis  of  Peinbrok-:  to  which  title 
A thoufand  p.iuuds  a year  an-  uri  lupport, 

Out  of  his  ^.lace  e auds 

Anne.  I J > bef-ecii  your  lOidflilp, 

Viijchfafe  to  loeak  my  thanks  and  my  obedience. 
As  fr  on  » b urtilng  handmaid  to  his  highnefs; 
Whole  hea  th  and  royalty  1 pray  tor. 

Cbamb.  Lady, 

. 111.111  not  fail  t’  approve  the  fair  conceit 
The  king  hath  of  you — I’ve  perus’d  her  well.| 
Beaoty  and  ronour  in  her  are  fo  mingled,  [AJide, 
f iiac  they  have  caught  the  king ; and  who  knows 
But  from  this  lady  may  proceed  a gem  [yet. 

To  lighten  all  this  ille.  I ll  to  the  king. 

And  fay  I fpoke  with  you. 

[Exit  Lord  Chamberlain, 
Anne.  My  lord,  I am  your  humble  fervant. 

Old  L.  The  Maichionds  of  Pembroke! 

A thoufand  pounds  a year,  for  pure  refpeft! 
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No  other  obligation  ' By  my  life 
That  promifes  more  thouCands  : honour’s  train 
Is  longer  man  his  foie-/kirt, 
yir.ne.  Good  lady, 

Make  yourfelf  miith  with  .your  particular  fancy, 
And  leave  me  ouion’t.  VVould  1 had  no  being. 

If  this  falute  my  blood  a jot;  it  faints  me. 

To  think  what  follows. 

The  queen  is  comfurclcfs,  and  we  forgetful 
In  our  long  abieiice ; pray  do  not  deliver 
'Wh.iC  heie  y’ave  heard,  to  her. 

Old  L What  do  you  think  me  ^ ^Exeunt. 

Dijcmered  at  the  Trial.  Captain,  Jix  Guards  bebina 
the  Throne.  K.ing,  on  the  Throne-  Norfolk  and 
Suffolk,  on  each  Side.  Lord  Clumberlain  ana 
Surry,  on  a Step.  Sands  and  Lov.'l,  on  another. 
T'wo  hords.  Two  Cardinals  on  '-wo  Stools,  ficin  - 
tke  .Audience.  Cromwell  at  a I able,  in  the  lidta- 
die,  a Mace  on  it.  Gardiner  and  Canrcbu  y on 
each  Side.  Lincoln  and  El; , Hkenvije  on  each  Side 
Two  Judges.  Two  Pricjfts  with  Sii-ver  Crcjfcs 
Two  CnviHans.  Two  Tipjlaves.  Crier,  in  a Bal- 
cony, aloft. 

Wol.  Whllft  our  commlffion  from  Rome  is  read, 
Let  filence  be  commanded. 

King.  Whit’s  the  need  ? 

It  hath  already  publickly  been  read, 

And  on  all  fides  th’  authoiity  allow’d; 

'You  may  then  fpare  that  time. 

Wol.  Be’t  fo  ; proceed. 

Crom.  Say,  Henry,  King  of  England,  come  into 
the  court. 

Crier.  Henry,  King  of  England,  &c. 

King.  Here. 

Crom.  Say,  Katherine,  Queen  of  England,  come 
into  the  court. 

Crier.  Katherine,  (.^ueen  of  England,  gee. 

Enter  Queen,  goes  to  the  King,  and  kneels  at  his 
Feet,  then  Jpeaks. 

Sir,  1 defire  you  do  me  right  and  juftice, 

And  to  beftow  your  pity  on  me;  for 
I am  a mod  poor  v/oman,  and  a ftranger. 

Born  out  ot  \our  dominions;  having  here 
No  judge  indiff  ient,  and  no  more  affurance 
Of  equal  ft iendfh'p,  and  proceeding.  AlaS,  Sir, 

In  what  have  I oiiended  you.'  whatcaufe 
Hath  my  behaviour  giv'n  to  your  difpleafure, 

That  thus  you  (hould  proceed  to  put  me  off. 

And  take  your  good  grace  from  me  ' Heaven  witnefs, 
I’ve  been  to  you  a true  and  humble  wife. 

At  all  times  to  your  will  conformable. 

Sir,  call  to  mind. 

That  1 have  been  your  wife,  in  this  obedience, 
Upward  of  twenty  years,  and  have  been  bled 
With  many  children  by  you.  If  in  the  courfe 
And  procefs  of  the  time  you  can  report,  ' 

And  prove  it  too,  againd  mine  honour  aught. 

My  bond  of  wedlock,  or  my  love  and  duty, 

Againd  your  facred  perlbn  ; in  Heav’n’s  name. 
Turn  me  away,  and  let  the  foul’d  contempt 
Shut  door  upon  me,  and  fo  give  me  up 
To  the  (h.arped  kind  of  judice.  Pleafe  you.  Sir, 
The  king  your  father  was  reputed  for 
A prince  mod  prudent,  of  an  excellent 
And  unmacch’d  wit  and  judgment.  Ferdinand 
My  father.  King  of  Spain,  was  reckon’d  one 
The.  wifeft  prince  that  there  had  reign’d,  by  many 
A year  before.  It  is  not  to  be  quedion'd. 

That  they  had  gather’d  a wile  council  to  them. 

Of  every  realm,  that  did  debate  this  bulincfs. 

Who  deem’d  our  marriage  lawful.  Wherefore  hum- 
Sir,  I befeech  you,  fpare  me, til!  I may  [bly. 
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Be  by  my  fiiends  in  .Spain  advis’d  ; whofe  counfei 
I wil,  implore.  If  not,  i’th’  name  of  Heaven, 
y lur  picalure  be  fuldll'd  . 

Wol.  You  nave  ricre,  lidy, 

(And  of  your  choice)  theie  r e’rend  fathers,  nieft 
Of  lingular  integrity  and  learning  . 

Yea,  the  eleff  o ih’  land,  who  a.e  ifTembled, 

To  p.eid  your  caule.  It  ihall  therefore  be  bootlefs, 
That  longer  you  .iefer  the  court,  as  well 
For  your  own  quirt,  as  to  reft.fy 
Whai  is  un  ettleci  in  tl'c  king. 

Camp.  His  grace 

•lath  ipoken  wet.,  and  jiidly;  therefore,  MadaiDg 
It's  nt  this  royai  feffion  do  proceed, 

\nd  qhat,  without  delay,  their  arguments 
Be  now  produc’d,  and  heard, 

Slueen.  Lord  Cardinal,  » 

To  you  I fpeak. 

Wol.  Your  preafuie,  Madaai. 

Sluecn.  Sir, 

i am  about  to  weep;  but  chinking  that 
We  ate  a queen,  or  long  have  dre,am’d  lo,  certain 
The  daughter  of  a king,  my  urops  of  tears 
Til  turn  to  fparks  of  fire. 

Wol.  Be  patient,  yet 

d}ueen.  1 will,  when  you  are  humble;  nay  beforCj 
Or  Hcav’n  will  punilh  me.  I do  believe, 

(Induc'd  by  potent  circumftances)  that 

You  are  mine  enemv,  and  make  my  challenge, 

You  fhall  not  be  n.y  judge.  For  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  coal,  betwixt  my  lord  and  me, 
Wh'ch  Heaven’s  dew  quench!  therefore,  I fay 
1 utt'rly  abhor,  yea  from  my  foul  [againj 

Retufc  you  for  my  judge,  whom  yet,  once  more, 

I hold  my  incifi  malicious  foe,  and  think  not 
Ac  all  a friend  to  truth. 

Wol.  Madam,  you  wrong  me; 

I have  no  fplcen  againd  you,  nor  injuftice 
For  you  or  any  ; how  far  Tve  proceeded. 

Or  how  far  fa'ther  (hall,  is  warranted 
By  a commifllon  from  the  confidory, 

Yea,  the  whole  conlid’ry  of  Rome.  You  charge  mc 
That  I have  blown  th'S  coal;  1 do  deny  it. 

The  king  is  prefent  ; if’c  be  known  to  him 
That  1 gainfay  my  deed,  how  may  he  wound. 

And  worthily,  my  fallhood  ? yea,  as  much 
As  you  have  done  my  truth.  Therefore  in  him 
It  lies  CO  cure  me,  and  the  cure  is  to 
Remove  thefe  thoughts  from  you.  The  which  be- 
Hls  highnefs  lhall  fpeak  in,  1 do  befeech  [fore 
You,  gracious  Madam,  to  unthink  your  fpeaking. 
And  lay  no  more. 

Slueen.  My  lord,  my  lord,  I am 
A fruiple  woman>  much  too  weak  t’oppofe 
Your  cunning.  You  are  meek,  and  humblt' 
mouth’d ; 

You  fign  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  feeming, 
With  meekrtefs  and  humilrty;  but  your  heart 
Is  cramm’d  with  arrogance,  with  fpleen,  andprlde.” 
That  again 

I do  refufe  you  for  my  judge,  and  irete,' 

Before  you  all,  appeal  unto  the  Pope, 

To  bring  my  whole  caufe  fore  his  holinefs. 

And  to  be  judg’d  by  him. 

[SFf  ettrtfies  to  the  King,  and  offers  to  departi 
Camp.  The  queen  is  obitin.vte. 

Stubborn  to  judice,  apt  t’accufe  it,' and 
Difdainfulto  be  try’d  by’c;  ’tis  n'oc  well. 

She’s  going  aWay. 

King.  CaJi  her  again. 

Cryer.  Katherine,  (J^een  of  England,  come  into 
Ulher.  Madam,  you  are  call’d  back,  [the  ceucU 
B % 
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spleen.  WhaC  need  you  note  it?  Pray  you  keep 
your  way; 

When  you  are  call’d,  return.  Now  the  lord  help, 
They  vex  me  paft  my  patience — pray  pafs  on; 

I will  not  tarry;  no,  nor  ever  more. 

Upon  this  bulinefs,  my  appearance  make 
In  any  of  their  co.  s. 

[Exeunt  Queen  and  her  attendants.^ 
King,  Go  thy  wiys,  Kate, 

That  man  i'th’  world,  who  lhall  report  he  has 
A better  wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  trufbed. 

For  fpeaking  faife  in  that.  Thoa  art  alone, 
Thequeen  of  earthly  que'-ns.  She’s  nobly  born. 
And,  like  her  birth,  has  ftill  demean’d  herfclf. 

PKoi.  Moll  giacious  Sir, 

In  humbleft  manner  1 require  your  highnefs 

Thatit  fill;  pleafe  you  to  declare,  in  hearing 

Of  ail  thefe  cars  (for  whstc  I’m  robb’d  and  bound, 

There  muft  I be  unloos’d)  if  I 

Did  broach  this  bulinefs  to  your  highnefs,  or 

Laid  any  fcruple  in  your  way,  which  might 

Induce  you  to  t’ne  queftion  on’t  ? 

King.  My  Lord  Cardinal, 

1 do  excufe  you  ; yea,  upon  mine  honour, 

I free  you  from’c;  you  are  not  to  be  taught 
That  you  have  many  enemies,  that  know  not 
Why  they  .are  fo,  but,  like  the  village  curs, 

Barit  when  their  fellows  do.  By  fomeof  ihefe 
The  queen  is  put  in  anger ; y’re  excus’d  : 

But  will  you  be  more  juftify’d  ? Y ou  ever 
Have  wilh'd  the  fleeping  of  this  bulinefs. 

And  oft  have  hindred 

The  paffages  made  tow’rds  it:  on  my  honour, 

1 fpeak,  my  good  Lord  Cardinal,  to  this  point; 

And  thus  far  clear  him.  Now  what  mov’d  me  to’t, 
I will  relate ; 

My  confciencc  firft  receiv’d  a tendernefs 
And  fcruple,  on  certain  fpeeches  utter’d 
By  th’  bilhop  of  Bayon,  then  French  ambalfador. 
Fdr  no  dillike  i’th’  world  again!!  the  perfon 
Of  our  good  queen. 

Prove  but  our  marriage  lawful,  by  ray  life, 

And  kingly  dignity,  we  are  contented* 

To  wear  our  mortal  ftate  to  come,  with  her, 
(Katherine  our  queen)  before  the  primeft  cieaCurc 
That’s  paragon  o’th’  world. 

Catnj/.  So  pleafe  your  highnefs. 

Tile  queen  being  abfent,  ’tis  a needful  fitnefs 
That  we  adjourn  this  court  to  a further  day; 

Mean  while  muft  be  an  earneft  motion 
Made  to  the  queen,  to  call  back  her  appeal 
She  intends  to  his  holinefs. 

King.  Break  up  the  court. 

Thefe  Cardinals  trifle  with  me:  I abhor 
This  dilatory  floth,  and  tricks  of  Rome. 

My  learn’d  and  well-beloved  fervant,  Cranmer, 
I’r’ythee,  return:  with  thy  approach,  I know, 
Thefe  comforts  will  makehafte,  whichnoware  flow. 

[Exeunt,  in  manner  as  they  enter'd. 
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ACT  III. 

The  Queen  and  hetr  PKomen,  ess  at  JKork. 
^ueen.  f ’k  ' A K E thy  lute,  wench;  my  foul  grows 
Jj_  fad  with  troubles ; 

Sing,  and  difperfe  ’em,  if  thou  can’ll, 
SONG. 

Pat.  Lame's  the  tyrant  of  the  heart. 

Full  of  mifcbieffull  of>woe\ 

AH.  Us  jays  are  mix'd  with  /mart. 

Thorns  beneath  his  rofes 


And,  jerpent-like,  he  flings  the  hreafi 
Where  he  h harbour'd  and  carejs'd. 

Enter  Gentfeman-Uiher. 

S^een.  How  now  ? 

Cent.  And’t  pleafe  yoiit  grace,  t'oe  two  great  car* 
dinals  waif  in  the  prelence. 

^een.  Would  they  fpeak  with  me? 

Gent.  They  will’d  me  fay  fo.  Madam.  • 

Slucen.  Pray  their  graces 
To  come  near.  What  can  be  their  bulinefs 
With  me,  a poor  weak  woman,  fall’n  fiom  favour  ? 

I do  not  like  their  coming.  Now  1 think  on’t, 

Tliey  fliou.d  be  g lod  men,  their  .ift’airs  are  righteous. 
Enter  the  Cardinals  Wolfey  and  Campeius. 

H’bl.  Peace  to  your  hiehnefs. 

Eiueen.  What  are  your  pleafures  with  me,  rev’rend  , 
lords  ? 

IKct.  May’t  pleafe  you,  noble  Madam,  to  with- 
Into  your  private  chamber;  we  lhall  give  you  [draw 
The  full  caufe  of  our  coming. 

S^ueen.  Speak  it  here. 

There’s  nothing  I have  done,  yet,  o’ myconfeienqe, 
Deferves  a corner  : would  all  other  women 
Could  fpeak  this  with  as  free  a foul  as  I do  I 
Wol.  Regina  SercnIJflma. 

Slucen.  Good,  my  lord,  no  Latin  ; 

I am  not  fuch  a truant  fince  my  coming, 

\s  not  to  know  thelanguage  I have  I'v’din. 

Pray  fpeakin  Englilh  ; herearefome  will  thank  you. 

If  you  fpeak  truth,  for  their  poor  miftrefs’  fake. 
Believe  me  Ihe  has  had  much  wrong. 

Camp.  Moft  honour’d  Madam, 

My  Lord  of  York,  out  of  hjs  noble  nature. 

Zeal  and  obedience  he  fti[l  bore  your  grace. 

Offers,  as  I do,  in  a fign  of  peace, 

His  fcrvice,  and  his  counfel — 

Iflueen.  To  betray  me. 

My  lords,  1 thank  you  both,  for  your  good  wills; 

Ye  fpeak  like  honeft  men  ; pray  Heav'n  ye  prove  fo. 
But  how  to  make  ye  fuddcniy  an  anfwer. 

In  fuch  a point  of  weight,  fo  near  mine  honour, 
(More  near  my  life,  1 fear)  with  my  weak  wit. 

And  to  fuch  men  of  gravity  and  learning, 

In  truth  I know  not.  1 was  let 

Among  my  maids,  full  little,  Heav’n  knows,  look- 

Either  for  fuch  men,  or  (uch  bufinefs.  [ing 

For  her  fake  that  1 have  been,  (for  I teel 

The  laft  fit  of  my  grcatnel:.)  good  your  graces, 

Let  me  have  time  and  counfel  for  my  cauie: 

Alas!  1 am  a woman,  friendlel's,  hopelels. 

JVol.  Madam,  you  wrong  the  King’s  love  with 
thofe  fears; 

Your  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite. 

Elueen.  In  England, 

But  little  for  my  profit — can  you  think,  lords, 

That  any  Englilhinan  dare  give  me  counfel? 

No,  no,  my  friends; 

They  that  muft  weigh  out  my  affliflions, 

They  that  my  truft  muft  grow  to,  live  not  here; 
They  are,  as  all  my  copiforts  are,  far  hence, 

In  my  own  country,  fords. 

Camp.  I would  your  grace 
Would  leave  your  griefs,  and  take  my  counfel. 
E[uren,  How,  Sir? 

Camp.  Put  your  main  caufe  into  the  king  s pro- 
teflion ; 

He’s  loving  and  moft  gracious.  ’Twill  be  much 
Both  for  your  honour  better,  and  your  caufe  : 

For  if  the  trial  of  the  law  o’ertake  yc, 

I You’ll  part  away  difgrac’d. 

Wol.  He  tells  you  rightly.  ' 

Yc  tell  me  v^hac  yc  w'llh  for  both,  mj 
rum  k 
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Is  tills  your  chrlftlan  counTel  ? Out  upon  ye. 

H-av’n  is  above  all,  yrl;  there  fits  a judge, 

M'i’.at  no  king  can  corrupt.  Would  you  have  me 
,('f'  you  have  anyjulh  ce,  any  pity, 

J ye  be  any  thing  but  churchmen’s  habits) 

I’ut  my  fick  caule  into  his  hands  that  hates  me  ?' 
Alas,  h’as  banilh’d  me  his  bed  already, 

H'S  love  too,  long  ago. 

IVijl.  Pray,  he.<rme — 

Would  1 had  never  trod  this  Englilh  earth, 
Or  felt  the  flatteries  that  gtow  upon  it! 

Ye’ve  angels  faces,  but  Hcav’n  knows  your  hearts. 

1 .am  the  mold  unhappy  woman  living. — 

Alas,  poor  wenches!  where  are  now  your  fortunes: 

['To  hir  V/hmin. 

Shipwreckt  upe.a  a kingdom,  where  no  pity. 

No  friends,  no  hope!  no  kindred  weep  for  me  I 
Almoft  no  grave  allow’d  me!  like  the  lily. 

That  once  was  miflrefs  of  the  lield,  and  flourifli’d, 
I’ll  bang  my  head,  and  perifh. 

IVil.  If  your  grace 

Could  but  be  brought  to  know  our  ends  are  honefl, 
You’d  feel  more  comfort.  Why  fliould  wc,  goad 
Upon  what  caufe,  wrong  you  i*  [lady, 

We  are  to  cure  fuch  forrows,  not  to  fow  ’em. 

I know  you  have  a gentle,  noble  temper, 

A faul  as  even  as  a calm ; pray,  think  us 
Thole  we  profefs,  peace- ir,akera,  friends  and  fer van ts. 
Slueen.  Do  what  you  will,  my  lords;  and  pray, 
forgive  me. 

If  I have  us’d  myfelf  unmannerly. 

You  know  I am  a woman,  lacking  wit 
To  make  a feemly  anfwer  to  fuch  pei  fons. 

Pray,  do  my  fervice  to  his  m.ijelly: 

He  has  my  heart  yet ; and"  /hall  have  my  prayers. 
While  I fliall  have  my  lilc, — Come,  rev’rend  fathers. 
Bellow  your  counfels  on  me.  She  now  begs. 

That  little  thought,  when  firft  Ihe  touch’d  this  ifle. 
She  Ihould  have  bought  her  dignities  fo  dear. 

\_Excuni. 

Enter  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Duke  of  Suffolk,  Lord 
Surry,  and  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Nt,rf.  If  you  will  now  unite  in  your  complaints. 
And  force  them  with  .1  conllajicy,  the  cardinal 
Cannot  ftand  under  them, 

Sur.  I am  joyful. 

To  meet  the  le.all  occafion  that  m.'.y  give  me 
Remembrance  of  my  father-in-law,  the  duke, 

To  be  reveng’d  on  him. 

Suff.  Which  of  the  peers 
Have,  uncontemn’d,  gone  by  him,  or  at  lealt 
Strangely  ncgledlcJ  ? When  did  he  regard 
The  (lamp  of  noblenefs  in  any  perfon. 

Cut  of  himfelf.^ 

Chnmb-  My  lords,  if  you  cannot 
Bar  his  accefs  to  th’  king,  never  attempt 
Any  thing  on  him  ; for  he  hath  a witchcraft 
Over  the  king,  in’s  tongue. 

Nirf.  O,  fear  him  not. 

His  fpell  in  that  is  out;  the  king  hath  found 
Matter  againll  him,  that  for  ever  mars 
The  honey  of  his  language. 

In  the  divorce,  his  contrary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded;  wherein  he  appears. 

As  I would  wilh  mine  enemy. 

Sur.  How  came 
His  pradlices  to  light? 

Suf.  Moll  (Iran'gely. 

Sur.  How  ? 

Suf.  The  cardinal’s  letter  to  the  Pope  mifearried. 
And  came  to  th’  eye  o’th’  king;  wherein  was  read. 
How  that  the  cai-dinal  did  intreat  his  holinels 
Tu  flay  the  judgment  o'th’  divorce;  for  if 


It  did  take  place,  I do,  quoth  he,  perceive. 

My  king  is  tangled  in  aff’eiflion  to 
A creature  of  the  queen’s,  Lady  Anne  BuHen. 

Sur.  Has' the  King  this  ? 

Suf.  Believe  it. 

Sur.  VVill  this  work? 

Chamb.  The  King  in  this,  perceives  him,  how 
he  coalls. 

And  hedges  his  own  way.  But  in  this  point 
■•ill  his  tricks  founder;  and  he  brings  his  phyllc,’ 
^fter  his  patient’s  death.  The  King,  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  lady. 

Sur,  But  will  the  King 
Digcll  this  letter  of  the  c.irdlnal’s? 

Suf.  No,  no:  Cardinal  Campelus 
Is  ilol’ii  away  to  Rome,  has  ta’en  no  leave, 

H.atii  left  the  caule  of  th’  king  unhandled  ; and 
Is  polled,  as  the  agent  of  our  cardinal. 

To  feconJ  all  his  plot,  i do  affure  you, 

I'he  King  cry’d,  Ha  ! this. 

E'orf.  But,  my  lord. 

When  returns  Crznmer? 

Suf.  He  is  return’d,  with  his  opinions,  which 
Have  latisfy’d  the  King,  for  his  divorce. 

Soon,  1 believe. 

His  fecond  naarriage  lhall  be  publlh’d,  and 
Anne’s  coronation.  Katharine,  no  more 
Shall  be  call'd  queen,  but  prlncefs  dowager^ 

And  widow  to  Prince  Arthur. 

Enter  Wolfey,  and  Cromwell, 

The  cardinal. 

Norf,  Obferve,  obferve,  he’s  moody. 

The  packet,  Cromwell, 

Gave  it  you  the  king?  / 

Crptn.  To  his  own  hand,  in’s  bed-chamber, 
ffki/.  Look'd  he  o’th’  inlide  of  the  paper? 

Crom,  Prefently 

He  did  unfeal  them,  and  the  firft  he  view 
He  did  it  with  a ferious  mind  : a heed 
Was  in  his  countenance.  You,  he  bade 
Attend  him  here,  this  morning. 

}Vol.  Is  he  ready  to  come  abroad.? 

Crr,m.  1 think,  by  this,  he  is, 

IVoL  Leave  me  awhile.  [Exit  Cromwell, 

It  lhall  be  to  the  Duchefs  of  Alenfon,  [Afide. 
The  French  king’s  filler;  he  lhall  marry  her. 

Anne  Bullen  ! — No,  I’ll  no  Anne  Bullens  for  him  — 
There’s  more  in’t  than  fair  vjfage— Bullen  !— 
No,  we'll  no  Bullens! — Speedily,  1 wilh 
To  hear  from  Rome The  Marchionefs  of  Pem- 
broke ! 

Norf.  He's  difeontented. 

Suf.  May  be  be  hears  the  king 
Does  whet  his  anger  to  him, 

Sur.  Sharp  enough. 

Lord,  for  thyjuftice! 

JVil.  [Aftde.']  The  late  queen’s  gentlewoman! 
a knight’s  daughter ! 

To  be  hermlftrefs’s  miftrefs ! The  queen’s  queen!— 
This  candle  burns  not.  clear,  ’tis  I muft  fnuffit. 
Then  out  it  goes— What,  though  1 know  her  vir- 
■And  well-deferving?  yet  I know  herfor  [tuous, 
fpleeny  Lutheran,  and  not  wholefom'e  to 
Our  caufe ! — That  the  Ihould  lie  i’th’  bofom  of 
Our  hard-rul’d  king! — again,  there  is  fprung  up 
An  heietick,  an  arch  one,  Cranmer,  one 
Hath  crawl’d  into  the  favour  of  the  king, 

.And  is  his  oracle. 

Norf,  He’s  vex’d  at  fomethlng. 

Enter  King,  reading  of  a febeiute. 

Sur.  I would  ’twcic  fsaieiliirig"  thac  wa>uld  fret, 
the  Urine, 


12  K I N G H 

The  mafter-cord  of’s  heart. 

Suf.  The  king! 

King.  Whacpilesof  wealth  hath  he  accnmulated. 
To  his  own  portion  I What  expence  oy  tii’  hour, 
Seems  to  flow  from  him  ! How,  i’th’  name  of  thrift, 
Does  he  rake  this  together?  Now,  my  lords, 

Saw  you  the  cardinal  ? 

Ncrf.  My  lord,  we  have 

Stood  here,  ebferving  him.  Some  ftrange  com- 
Is  in  his  brain:  [motion 

In  moft  ffrange  poftures 
We  ’ve  feen  him  let  himfelf. 

King.  It  may  well  be. 

There  is  a mutiny  in’s  mind. 

If  we  did  think 

His  contemplations  were  above  the  earth, 

And  fix’d  on  fpiritual  objefts,  he  fhould  flill 
Dwell  in  his  mufings;  but,  1 am  afraid 
His  thinkings  are  below  the  moon. 

[Lovel  goet  to  Wolfey. 
IVd.  Heav'n  forgive  me,  and 
Zver  blefs  your  higtnefs— — 

King.  Good,  my  lord, 

You’re  full  of  heav’nly  ftuff,  and  bear  the  inventory 
Of  your  heft  graces,  in  your  mind  ; the  which 
You  were  now  running  o'er.  You  have  fcarce  time 
To  fteal  from  fpiritual  leifure,  a brief  fpan, 

To  keep  your  earthly  audit  ; fure,  in  that, 

1 deem  you  an  ill  hufband,  and  am  glad 
To  have  you  theiein  my  companion. 

Wol.  Sir, 

For  holy  offices,  I have  a time; 

A time  to  think,  upon  the  part  of  bufinefs 
I bear  i’th’  ftate  , and  nature  does  require 
Her  times  of  prefervation,  which  perforce 
J,  her  frail  fon,  amongft  my  brethren  mortal, 

Muft  give  my  tendance  to. 

King.  You  have  faid  well; 

fKoi.  And  ever  may  your  highnefs  yoke  together, 
As  1 will  lend  you  caufe,  my  doing  well 
With  my  well  faying. 

King.  ’Tis  well  faid  again, 

And  ’tis  a kind  of  good  deed  to  fay  wellj 
And  yet  words  are  no  deeds.  My  father  lov’d  you  j 
He  faid  he  did,  and  with  his  deed  did  crown 
H is  word  upon  you.  Since  I had  my  office, 

I’ve  kept  you  next  my  heart;  ftill 
Employ’d  you  where  high  profits  mightcome  home, 
JVel.  What  fhould  this  mean  ? [AJiiie. 

Sur.  It  begins  well.  i^AJiJc. 

King.  Have  I not  made  you 
The  prime  man  of  the  ftate  ? I pray  you,  tell  me. 
If  what  I now  pronounce  you  have  found  true: 

And  if  you  may  confefs  it,  fay  withal. 

If  you  are  bound  to  us,  or  no  ? What  lay  you  ? 

IKol.  My  fovereign,  I conlefs  your  royal  graces. 
Shower'd  on  roe  daily,  have  been  more  than  could 
My  ftudy’d  pui  pcfes  jequire.  And  1 protefs. 

That  for  your  highnefs’  good,  I ever  labour’d. 
More  than  my  own. 

Though  all  the  word  fhould  crack  their  duty  to  you. 
Though  perils  in  the  ftate 

Abound,  as  thick  as  thought  could  make  ’em,  and 
Appear  in  form  more  horrid  ; yet,  my  duty, 

As  doth  a rock  againft  the  chiding  flood. 

Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  river  break, 

And  ftaftd  unihaken  yours. 

King.  ’Tis  nobly  fpoken; 

Take  notice,  lords,  he  has  a l»yal  breaft. 

For  you  have  feen  him  open't.  Read  o’er  this  ; 

[^Giving  him 

And  after,  tiiis;  and  then  to  breakfaft,  with 
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What  appetite  you  may. 

[Exit  King,  J'roiuning  upon  CarJinj!  Wolfey: 
the  ISobiet  throng  after  him,  ’wtifpering  and 
Jmiang.  ^ 

Pro/.  VVhat  'hould  this  mean?  , 

He  patted,  frowning  from  me,  as  if  ruin 
Leap’tf  horn  his  eyes.  So  looks  the  chafed  lion 
Upon  the  daring  huntfman  that  has  gall’d  him, 

1 hen  makes  him  nothing.  Imu.ftread  this  paper: 

1 tear,  the  ftory  of  his  anger — ’tis  fo 

I his  paper  has  undone  me— ’tis  tli’  account 
Of  all  that  worl  1 of  wealth  I’ve  drawn  together, 

For  mine  own  ends,  inueed,  to  gain  the  popedom. 
And  fee  my  friends  in  Rome.  O,  negligence! 

Fit  for  a tool  to  rail  by.  'vyhat  crols  devil 
Made  me  put  this  main  fecret  in  the  packet 
1 lent  tiie  king  ? Is  there  no  way  to  cuie  this  ? 

No  new  oevice,  to  beat  this  from“his  brains? 

1 know  ’twill  ftir  him  ftrongly;  yeti  know 
A way,  if  it  take  right,  in  fpight  of  fortune. 

Will  bring  me  off  again.  What’sthis — TotbePepef 
The  letter,  as  1 live,  with  all  the  bulinefs 
I writ  to’s  holinefs.  Nay  then,  farewel : 

I’ve  touch’d  the  higheft  point  of  all  r»y  greatuefs. 
And  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory, 

I hafte  now  to  my  fetting.  1 lhall  fall. 

Like  a bright  exhala.ion  in  the  evening. 

And  no  man  lee  me  more. 

Enter  to  Wolfey,  the  Dukes  of  Norlolk  and  Suf* 
folk,  the  Earl  of  Surry,  and  the  Lord  Cham- 
berlain. 

Norf.  Hear  the  king’s  pleafure,  cardinal,  who 
commands  you 

To  render  up  the  great  feal,  prefently. 

Into  our  hands,  and  to  confine  yourfelf 
To  Afher-houie,  my  lord  of  Wincheftcr’s, 

Till  you  hear  furthei  from  his  highnefs. 
mt.  Stay! 

Where’s  your  commiflion,  lords?  Words  cannot 
Authorit)  fo  mighty.  [carry 

Suf.  Who  dale  crofs ’em. 

Bearing  the  king’s  will  from  bis  mouth,  exprefsly. 

IVol.  Till  1 find  more  than  will,  or  words  to  do  it, 

I mean  your  malice,  know,  officious  lords, 

1 dare,  and  muft  deny  it.  That  feal 
Yru  afk  with  I'uch  a violence,  the  king 
(Mine,  and  your  mafter,)  with  his  own  hand 
gave  me  ; 

Bade  me  enjoy  if,  with  the  place  and  honours, 
During  my  life  ; and  to  confirm  his  gooonels, 

Ty’d  it  by  letters  patent.  Now,  who'll  take  it? 
Eur.  The  king,  that  gave  it. 

PKol.  It  muft  be  himfelf,  then. 

Sur.  Thou  art  a proud  traitorj  prleft. 

14'oL  Proud  lord,  thou  lieft. 

Within  thefe  forty  hours,  Surry  d rrft  bettef 
Have  burnt  that  tongue,  than  laid  fo. 

Sur.  Thy  ambition. 

Thou  fcarlet  fin,  robb’d  this  bewailing  land 
Of  noble  Buckingham,  my  father-in-law. 

The  heads  of  all  thy  brother  cardinals, 

With  thee,  and  all  thy  beft  parts  bound  together, 
Weigh’d  not  a hair  of  his.  Plague  of  your  policy, 
You  fent  me  deputy  for  Ireland, 

Far  from  his  fuccour;  from  the  king,  from  all 
That  mighthavemercy  on  the  fault  thou  gav’ft  him  : 
Whilft  yi'ut  great  goodnefs,  out  of  holy  pity, 
Abfolv’d  him  with  an  axe. 

PKcl.  This,  and  all  elfe 
This  talking  lord  can  lay  Upon  my  credit,' 

1 anfwer,  is  moft  fallV.  The  duke,  by  law. 

Found  his  deferis. 
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if  1 lov’d  many  words,  lord,  1 /ho^ld  tell  you, 

You  have  as  little  honcfty  as  honour; 

That  in  the  way  of  loyalty  and  truth. 

Toward  the  king,  my  ever  royal  mafter, 

1 dare  mate  a founder  man  than  Surry  can  be, 

Ano  all  that  love  nis  foil  es. 

Sur.  Your  long  coat,  prieft,  p-'Otefts  you.  My 
Cap  ye  endure  to  ' ear  this  anogance  ’ [lords, 
And  from  this  fellow?  If  we  live  thus  tamely. 

To  be  thus  jaded,  by  a piece  of  fcarlet,  ^ 
Fa.rewel  -obili  y.  Let  his  grace  go  forward, 

And  dare  us  with  nis  cap,  like  larks. 

' All  go  )dnefs 

Is  pbifon  to  thy  lloinach. 

Sur.  Yes,  that  goodnefs 
Or  gleaning  all  ths  land  s wealth  into  one, 

Into  your  own  hands,  card’nal,  by  extortion. 

The  goodnefs  of  your  intercepted  packets 
You  writ  to  th’  Pope,  againfi  the  king;  yourgood- 
Since  you  i /„voke  me,  lliall  be  raoftnotorious.  [nefs, 
My  ioi a of  ;■>  orfolk, 

Product  the  gra  .d  fum  of  his  fins,  the  articles 
C'Uf  tied  from  his  life.  I’ii  ftartle  you, 

'W'orie  in  m the  lacriiig  b 1',  when  the  brown  wench 
Lay  liiinhg  in  your  a ms,  Lo:d  Cardinal. 

/d-’i;/.  Hoa  much,  methinks,  I c old  defpife  this 
But  that  I'm  biund  in  ch  .rty,  again  if  it.  [ .nan, 
ACry.  T-’OU-  articles,  my  loru,  are  in  the  king's 
Bu'  lii.s  muc  1 ch-y  are  fou.  ones.  [hand; 

pf^o/.  i>  imic>  fairer 
Ana  ipotlefs'lhali  mine  innocence  arife, 

When  the  King  nows  the  truth. 

Sur.  rhis  cannot  ave  you;. 

I thaiiK  my  memory,  yet  1 remember 
Some  of  thele  artic.es,  and  out  they  (hall. 

Now,  if  you  caojbiufii,  and  cry  guilty,  cardinal. 
You'll  (hew  lit: ie  honefty. 

Pf''oi  1 dare  your  word  olijeftlons:  if  I blulh. 

It  i:.  10  fee  a ii  b eman  want  manners. 

Sur.  I’d  rather  want  thole,  than  my  head.  Have 
at  you.  ~ 

Firft,  that  without  the  king’s  .afifent  or  knowledge, 
you  wrought  to  be  a legate;  by  which  power, 
you  maim'd  t'le  jurifdiflion  ot  all  bifiiops. 

No'f.  i hen,  t.iat  in  all  you  wiit  to  Rome,  or  elfe 
To  foreign  rrjnccs,  Eg'  fi?  7’f.v  meui 
Was  ftill  inferib’d  ; in  which  you  brought  the  king 
To  be  your  :e.  vaot. 

ijvy.  i'hat  out  of  mere  ambition,  you  have  caus'd 
1’uur  holy  bat  be  llampt  on  the  king’s  coin. 

Sur.  Then,  that  you’ve  fent  innumerable  fub- 
ftance, 

(By  what  means  got  I leave  to  your  own  confcience) 
To  furni/h  Rome,  and  to  prepare  the  ways 
y )u  nave,  for  dignities.  Many  more  there  are. 
Which,  fince  they  arc  of  you,  and  odious, 

1 will  not  taint  my  mouth  wi.h. 

Chamb.  O,  my  1 rd, 

Piefs  not  a falling  man  too  far; 

Hi'  faults  lie  open  to  the  laws;  let  them. 

Not  you,  correif  him.  My  heart  weeps,  to  fee  him 
So  little  of  his  great  felf. 

Sur,  1 forgive  him. 

No'f.  And  fo  we’ll  leave  you  to  your  meditations, 
How  to  live  better.  For  your  ftubborn  anlwer 
About  the  giving  back  the  great  feai  to  us, 

The  king  (hall  kni  vy  it,  and,  no  doubtj  (hall  thank 
you.  ’ 

So  fare  you  well,  my  Irttle  good  Lord  Cardinal 

[Ex-curt  all  but  Wolfey. 
IFol.  Farewel,  a longfarewel,  tvi  all  mygreatnefs! 
This  is  a date  of  man-  To-day,  he  puts  foilh 
■Xhe  tender  leaves  of  hopes,  to-tnorrowy  blofl'oms, 
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And  bears  his  blu(hing  honours  thick  upon  him: 

The  third  day,  comes  a froft,  a killing  frod, 

And  when  he  thinks,  good  eafy  man,  full  furely 
His  greatnefs  is  a ripening,  nips  his  root, 

.^nd  then  he  falls,  as  I do.  I have  ventur’d. 

Like  litt'e  wanton  boys,  that  fwim  on  bladders, 
i'hefe  many  fummers,  in  a fea  of  glory : 

But  fai  - beyond  my  depth.  My  high-blown  pride 
•dt  length  broke  under  me,  and  now  has  left  me. 
Weary,  and  old  with  fervice,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a rude  dream,  that  mud  for  ever  hide  me. 

Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  the  world ! I hate  ye. 

I feel  Illy  heart  now  open’d.  Oh,  how  wretched. 

Is  that  poor  man  that  hangs  on  princes  favouis! 

Enter  Cromwell. 

'.Vhy,  how  now,  Cromwell  ? 

C-ctn.  1 have  no  power  to  fpeak,  Sir, 

Pr'iji.  What,  amiz’d 

.dt  my  misfortunes'  Can  thy  fpirit  wonder 
A great  man  (hould  decline?  Nay,  if  you  weep. 

I’m  fall’n  indeed. 

Cram.  How  does  your  grace  ? 
mi  ’Why,  well; 

Never  fo  truly  happy,  my  good  Cromwell. 

1 know  myfelf  now,  and  I feel  within  me 
.-V  peace,  above  all  earth!)  dignities; 

Hill,  and  quiet  confcience. 

Cram.  I’m  glad  your  grace  has  made  that  right  ufe 
of  it. 

Wol.  1 hope  I have.  I’m  able,  now,  mecbinks. 
Out  of  a (ortitude  of  foul  I feel, 

T’endure  mme  m.feries,  and  greater  far, 

I'h.-.n  my  weak-hcarted  enemies  dare  offer. 

What  news  aWoad  ? 

Cram.  The  heaviefi,  and  the  word. 

Is  vour  difuleal'ure  with  the  King. 

(i'c,/.  Heaven  blefs  him. 

Crem.  The  next  is,  that  Sir  Thomas  More  is 
Lord  Chancellor,  in  your  place.  [chofea 

mol.  That’s  fomewhat  fudden 
But  he’s  a lejrned  man.  May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  highnefs’  favour,  and  do  juftice, 

F >r  truth’s  lake,  and  his  confcience. 

What  more  ? 

Crem.  That  Cranmerls  return’d  with  welcome; 
Lifiall'd  Lord  Archbilhop  of  Canterbury. 

IVol.  That’s  news,  indeed! 

Crem.  Lau,  that  the  I.ady  Anne, 
vVhoin  the  King  hath,  in  fecrecy,  long  married. 
This  day  was  view’d  in  open,  as  his  queen, 

Going  to  chapel,  and  the  voice  is  now. 

Only  about  her  coronation. 

pyo!  There  was  the  weight  that  pull’d  me  down. 
O,  Cromwell  I 

The  King  has  gone  beyond  me;  all  my  glories 
In  lliat  one  woman  I have  lofi,  for  ever. 

Get  thee  from  me,  Cro.-nwell.  Seek  the  King: 

1 am  a poor  fall’n  man,  unworthy  now 
To  be  thy  lord  and  ma(Ver. 

Crem.  O,  my  lord, 

Muft  [ then  leave  you  ? Mufi:  I naeds  forego 
So  good,  fo  noble,  and  fo  true  a mafter  ? 

Bear  witnefs,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  iron. 
With  what  a forrow  Cromwell  leaves  his  lord, 

The  King  (hall  have  my  fervice;  but  my  prayers. 
For  ever  and  ever,  (hall  be  yours. 

pyol.  Cromwell,  1 did  not  think  to  (hed  ti  tear. 
In  all  my  miferies;  but  thou  haft  forc’d  me, 

Out  of  thy  honeft  truth,  to  play  the  woman. 

Let’s  dry  our  eyes;  and  thus  far  hear  me,  Cronjvvcll; 
And  when  I am  forgotten,  as  I (ball  Be, 

[Say,  I taught  thccj 
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Say,  Wolfey,  that  once  trod  the  ways  of  glory, 
Taught  thee  this. 

Mark  but  my  fall,  and  that  which  ruin’d  me; 
Cromwell,  I charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition, 

By  that  fin  fell  the  angels.  Kow  can  man,  then, 
(The  poor,  weak  image  of  his  Maker)  hope  to  win 
by  it  ? 

Love  thyf'lf  la(f,  cherifli  thofe  hearts  that  hate  thee  ; 
Still  in  tny  right-hand  carry  gentle  peace. 

To  filence  envious  tongues.  De  juft,  ant!  fear  not. 
Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim’ft  at,  be  ch.y  country’s  good, 
Then  if  thou  lall’ft,  Cromwell,  thou  fall’ll  a blef- 
fed  martyr. 

Now,  pr’ythee,  lead  me  in 

There,  take  an  inventory  of  all  1 have, 

To  the  laft  penny,  ’tis  the  King’s.  My  robe. 

And  my  integrity  to  Her.v':j,  is  all 
1 dare  now  call  mine  own.  O,  Cromwell,  Crom- 
well  ! 

Had  I but  ferv’d  my  God.  vvjth  half  th?  zeal 
J ferv  d my  King,  he  would  nof,  in  mine  age, 
Have  Jefc  n e naked  to  mine  enemies. 

•O'  oo»o>eooooo3oo&e:ooo 

csoo  ceoo  CO  oo  cooo  41^^ 

ACT  IV. 

Katharine  Dowager  dijeo^ver' d Jick,  attended  by  Crom- 
well, and  Patience  her  Weman. 

Crcitn . TT  T O W does  your  grace? 

XT  Katb.  O,  Cromwell,  fick  to  death; 
My  legs,  like  loaded  branches,  bow  to  th’  earth, 
"Willing  to  leave  their  burden.  [Sitting  d'-^tan. 
Didft  thou  not  tell  me,  Cromwell,  as  thou  ledll  me. 
That  the  great  child  of  honour,  Cardinal  Wolfev, 
Was  dead  ? 

Crom.  Yes,  Madam;  but  I think  your  grace, 
Out  of  the  pain  you  fuffer’d,  gave  no  ear  tolt. 

Katb.  Pr’ythee,  good  Cromwell,  tell  me  how  he 
If  well,  he  ftept  before  me  happily,  [died. 

For  my  exarhple. 

Crom.  Well,  the  voice  goes.  Madam; 

For  after  the  fto'bt  Earl  of  Northumberland 
Arrefted  him  at  York,  and  brought  him  forward, 
(As  a man  foreiy  tainted)  to  his  anfwer, 

He  fell  fick  fuddenly,  and  grew  fo  ill 
He  could  not  fit  his  mule. 

Katb.  Alas,  poor  man! 

Crom.  At  laft,  with  eafy  roads,  became  to  Leiceftcr, 
Lodg’d  in  the  abbey;  where  the  rev’rend  abbot, 
With  all  his  convent,  honourably  receiv’d  him; 

To  whom  he  gave  thefe  words.  O,  father  abbot, 
An  old  man  broken  with  the  ftorms  of  ftatc, 

Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye; 
jGive  him  a little  earth,  for  charity  ! 
fo  went  to  bed;  where  eagerly  his  ficknefs 
Purfu’tl  him  ftill ; and  three  nights  after  this, 
About  the  hour  of  eight,  (which  he  hlmfelf 
Foretold  fliould  be  his  laft)  full  of  repentance, 
Continual  meditations,  tears,  and  forrows, 

He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again, 

His  blefled  part  to  Heav’n,  and  Hept  in  peace. 
Katb.  So  may  he  reft,  his  faults  lie  bury’d  with 
him  I 

"Yet  thus  far,  Cromwell,  give  me  leave  to  fpeak 
And  yet  with  charity;  he  was  a man  [him, 

Of  an  unbounded  ftornach,  ever  ranking 
Hlmfelf  with  princes. 

His  promifes  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty; 

But  his  performance,  as  he  now  is,  nothing, 

^f  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
The  clergy  ill  example. 

Cnm.  Noble,  Madam# 


[Men’s  evil  manners  live  in  hrafs,  their  virtues 
We  write  in  water.  May  it  pleafe  your  highnefs. 
To  hear  me  fpeak  his  good,  now  i 
Katb.  Yes,  good  Cromwell, 

I we;e  malicious  elfe. 

Cron^,  This  cardinal, 

Though  from  an  humble  ftock,  undoubted!* 

Was  taftrion’d  to  much  honour.  From  h'.  cradle 
He  was  a fchelar,  and  a ripe  and  good  one  ; 
Exceeding  wife,  fair  fpoken,  and  perfuadin'g; 

Lofty  and  (our  to  them  that  lov’d  him  not, 

Beit  to  thofe.  men  that  fought  him,  fwcet  as  I'ummer. 
And  though  he  were  onfatisfy’d  in  getting, 
(Which  was  a fin)  yet  in  beftowing.  Madam, 

He  was  mod  princely.  Ever  wirnefs  for  him 
1 hoi'  twins  of  learning  that  he  rais'd  in  vou, 
Ipfwich  and  Oxford  ! one  of  which  fell  with  him, 
Ur.wiiling  to  outlive  the  good  he  did  it. 

His  overthrow  heap’d  happinefs  upon  him; 

For  then,  and  not  till  tlien,  he  felt  hlmfelf. 

And  found  th.^e  bleflednefs  of  being  little: 

Ani,  tj  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 

Than  man  could  give  him,  he  died  fearing  Heav’n. 

Katb.  After  my  death,  1 -.vifli  no  other  herald, 
No  other  fpeaker  of  my  living  adlions. 

To  keep  mine  honour  from  corrupt’on, 

Bet  fuel)  an  honeft  chronicler  as  Cromwell. 

Whom  I moft  hated  living,  tliou  haft  made  me, 
With  thy  religious  truth  and  rnodefty, 

Now  in  hlsafltes  honour.  Peace’  be  with  him! 
Patience,  be’near  meftifl, 

I have  not  long  to  trouble  thee.  Good  Cromwell, 
Caufc  the  mulicians  play  me  that  fad  note, 

1 nam’d  my  knell;  while  I fit  meditating 
On  thatceleftial  harmony  1 go  t ■. 

end  fot.mn  Mujie. 
Katb.  Spirits  of  peace,  where  are  ye  } are  ye  gone  t 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchednels  behind  ye 
Crom.  Madam,  we’re  here. 

Katb  It  is  not  you  1 call  for— 

Saw  ye  none  enter,  fince  I flept.^ 

Crom  None,  Madam. 

Katb.  No?  faw  you  notev’n  new  a blefled  troop 
Invite  me  to  a banquet,  whofe  bright  faces 
Caft  thouland  beams  upon  me,  like  the  fun? 

They  promis'd  me  eternal  happinefs. 

And  brought  me  garlands,  Cromwell,  which  I feel 
I am  not  woilhy  yet  to  wear. 

Crom.  I am  moft  joyful,  Ivladam,  fuch  good 
Pofl'efs  your  fancy.  [dreams 

Enter  a Mefl'enger. 

Mejj'.  And’t  like  your  grace— 

Katb.  I(ou  aie  a faucy  fellow  ; ' 

Deferse  we  no  more  rey’rence  ? 

Crom.  You’re  to  blame. 

Knowing  fire  will  not  lolc  her  wonted  greatnefs. 

To  life  fo  rude  behaviour.  Go  to,  kneel. 

M([f.  I humbly  do  intreat  your  highnefs’  pardon; 
My  haft;  made  tpe  unmannerly.  'I’here  is  ftaying 
A gentleman  fent  from  the  king  to  fee  you. 

Katb.  Admit  him  entrance,  Cromwell.  But 
this  fellow 

Let  me  ne’er  fee  again.  [£x<f  Mefl'enger. 

Enter  Lord  Capucius. 

If  my  fight  fail  not, 

You  fliould  bs  lord  ambafliidor  from  the  emperor^ 
■My  royal  nephew,  and  your  name  Capucius. 

Cap.  Madam,  the  fame,  your  Icrvant  ever. 

Katb.  O my  lord 

The  times  and  titles  now  arc  alter’d  ftrangely 
With  me,  fince  fii  ft  you  knew  me.  But  I pray  ypMl 
What  is  your  pleafure  with  me? 

Cap.  Noble  lady^ 
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PIrft  mine  own  ferrice  to  jour  grace,  the  next 
The  King’s  requeft  that  1 would  vifit  you, 

Who  grieves  much  for  jfour  weakness,  and  by  me 
Sends  you  his  princely  commendations. 

And  heartily  intreats  you  take  good  comfort. 

Kjtb.  O,  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes  too 
’*ris  like  a pardon  after  execution  j [l<>te, 

That  gentle  phyfic  giv’n  in  lime,  had  cur’d  mej 
But  now  I’m  pift  all  comforts  here,  but  prayers. 
How  dots  his  highnefs? 

Ca(>.  Madam,  in  good  health. 

Katb.  So  may  he  ever  be,  and  ever  flourilh. 
When  I lhall  dwell  with  worms,  and  my  poor  name 
Btnilh'd  the  kingdom. — Patience,  is  that  letter 
1 caus'd  you  write,  yet  fent  away? 

Pat.  No,  Madam. 

Katb.  Sir,  I moft  humbly  pray  you  to  deliver 
This  to  my  lord  the  king.  ' 

Cap.  Molt  willingly.  Madam. 

Katb.  In  which  1 have  commended  to  his  good- 
nefs. 

The  model  of  our  chafte  loves,  his  young  daughter. 
(The  dews  of  heav’n  fall  thick  in  blelTings  on  her!) 
Befeeching  him  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding, 

Aifd  a little 

To  love  her,  for  her  mother's  fake,  that  lov’d  him, 
Heav’n  knows  how  dearly!  my  next  poor  petition 
Is,  thay  his  noble  grace  would  have  feme  pity 
Upon  my  wretched  women,  that  fo  long 
Have  follow’d  both  my  fortunes  faithfully; 

The  lad  is,  for  my  men;  they  are  the  pooreft. 

But  poverty  could  never  draw  ’em  from  me; 

Thefe  are  the  whole  contents.  And,  good  my  lord, 
By  that  you  love  the  deareil  in  this  world. 

As  you  wifli  chrldian  peace  to  fouls  departed. 

Stand  thefe  poor  people’s  friend,  and  urge  the  king 
To  do  me  this  laft  right. 

Cap.  By  Heav’n  I will. 

Katb.  1 thank  you,  honeft  lord.  Remember  me 
In  all  humility,  to  his  highnels; 

And  tell  him  his  long  trouble  now  is  palling 
Out  of  this  world.  Tell  him,  in  death  1 blcft  him. 
For  fo  I will — mine  eyes  grow  dim.  Farewcl, 

My  lord — Cromwell,  farewei — nay.  Patience, 

You  mud  not  leave  me,  yet.  1 muft  to  bed — 
When  I am  dead  let  me  be  us’d  with  honour, 

Strew  me  o’er 

With  maiden  flowers,  that  all  the  world  may  know 
J was  a chade  wife  to  my  grave. 

And  tho’  unqueen’d,  interr  me  like  a queen. 
And  pay  refpedl  to  that  which  1 have  been. 

\^Exeunt. 
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King  ar.d  Suffolk  difton/tr'd  at  Play. 

^"’'H  AR  LE  S,  1 will  play  no  more,  to-night. 
My  mind’s  not  on’t,  you  are  too  hard 
for  me. 

Stiff.  Sir,  I did  never  win  of  you,  before. 

King.  But  little,  Charles, 

Jdor  lhall  not,  when  my  fancy’s  on  my  play.— — ^ 
Enter  Level. 

Now,  Lovel,  from  the  Queen  what  is  the  news  : 

i.tv.  I could  not  perfonally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  me,  but  by  her  woman 
1 fent  your  melfagc,  who  return’d  her  thanks, 

In  greited  humbicnefs,  and  begg’d  y^ur  highnefs 
Mod  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

K’rg.  What  fiy'd  thou  ! ha  I 


To  pray  for  ? what!  is  Ihe  crying  out? 

Ln-.  So  faid  her  woman. 

King.  Alas,  good  lady  ! 

Stiff.  Hcav’n  fafely  quit  her  of  her  burden. 

To  the  gladding  of 
Your  highnefs  with  an  heir  I 
King.  ’Tis  midnight,  Charles; 

Pr’ythee,  to  bed,  and  in  thy  prayers  remember 
’fh’  edate  of  my  poor  queen.  Leave  me  alonej 
For  I mud  think  of  that  which  company 
Would  not  be  friendly  to. 

Stiff.  1 with  your  highnefs 
A quiet  night,  and  my  good  midrefs  will 
Remember  in  my  prayers. 

King.  Charles,  a good  night:  [Ex/t  Suff'olk. 

Well,  Sir,  what  follows 

Enter  Sir  Anthony  Denny. 

Denny.  Sir,  I have  brought  my  lord  the  arch- 
As  you  commanded  me.  [bilhop. 

King.  Ha!  Canterbury!— 

Denny.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

King.  ’Tis  true— where  is  he,  Denny? 

Denny.  He  attends  your  highnefs’  pleafurt. 

King.  Bring  him  to  us.  [£wir  Denny. 

Enter  Cranmer  and  Denny. 

King.  Avoid  the  gallery.  [Lovel  feemethto  Jiay, 
Ha  ! — I have  faid— be  gone. 

[Exeunt  Lovel  and  Denny. 
Cran.  I am  fearful:  wherefore  frowns  he  thus? 
‘Tis  his  afpeft  of  terror.  All’s  not  well. 

King.  How  now,  my  lord  ! you  dO  deflre  to  know 
Wherefore  I fent  for  you. 

Cran.  It  is  my  duty 
T’attend  your  highnefs’  pleafure. 

King.  Pray  you,  fife, 

My  good  and  gracious  Lord  of  Canterbury. 

Come,  you  and  1 muft  walk  a turn  together: 

I’ve  news  to  tell  you.  Come,  give  me  your  hand. 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  I grieve  at  what  I fpeak. 

And  am  right  forry  to  repeat  what  follows. 

I have,  and  moft  unwillingly,  of  late 
Heard  many  grievous,  I do  lay,  my  lord. 

Grievous  complaints,  of  you;  which  being  conflder’d. 
Have  mov’d  us  and  our  council,  that  you  lhall 
This  morning  come  before  us  ; you  muft  take 
Your  patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented. 

Till  farther  trial, 

To  make  your  houfe  our  Tower;  you,  a brother 
It  fits  we  thus  proceed,  or  elfe  no  witnefs  [of  us. 
Would  come  againft  you. 

Cran.  I humbly  thank  your  highnefs. 

And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  good  occalion 
Moft  thoroughly  to  be  winnow’d,  where  my  ebaff 
And  corn  lhall  fly  afunder. 

King.  Stand  up,  good  Canterbury ; 


Thy  truth  and  thy  Integrity  is  rooied 
In  us,  thy  fri 
Pr  y thee,  let 


In  us,  thy  friend.  Give  me  thy  hand  ; ftand  up, 
3 walk.  Now,  by  my  hoiy  dame. 


[Cranmer  r/jer. 
What  manner  of  man  are  you  ? my  lord,  1 look'd 
You  would  have  given  me  your  petition,  that 
1 Ihouid  liacc  ta’en  fome  palps  to  bring  together 
Yourfdf  and  your  accufers,  and  hjse  heard  you. 
Without  confinement,  farther; 

. Cran.  Moft  dread  liege. 

The  good  I ftand  on,  is  my  truth  and  honeftys 
It  they  lhall  fall,  I with  mine  enemies 
Wi;,,  triumph  o'er  my  ptrfon;  Haav  n -ind  yoaj 
Prot.-.'ft  mine  innocence,  orl  tail  into  [majefty 
The  trap  is  laid  for  me. 

Kfg,  Be  of  good  c’near ; 

T’.bej^liiaU  no  more  prevail,  than  we  give  W»7  toj 


Keep  comfort  to  you,  anj  this  morning  fee 
You  do  appear  before  them.  If  they  chance, 

In  charging  you  with  matters,  to  commit  you; 
The  belt  perfuafions  to  the  contrary. 

Pail  not  to  ufe.  If  intreaties 
Will  render  you  no  remedy,  this  ring 
T3eliver  them,  and  your  appeal  to  us. 

There  make  before  them.  Look,  the  good  man 
He  s honeft,  on  mine  honour.  [weeps  ' 

I fweer  he  is  true-hearted,  and  a foul  ^ 

None  better  in  my  kingdom.  Get  von  gone, 

And  do  as  I have  bid  you.  [£;(,>  Cranmer. 

He  as  Itrangled  all  his  language,  in  his  tears. 

Er.ter  an  eld  Lady. 

Lavel.  Come  back  ; what  mean  you  ? 

Lady.  I’ll  not  come  back;  the  tidings  thatl  bring, 
"Will  make  my  boldnefs  manners.  Now,  good  angels 
Fly  o’er  thy  royal  head. 

King.  Now,  by  thy  looks 
J guefs  thy  melTage.  Is  the  queen  deliver’d  ? 

*>'  i 3ud  of  a boy. 

Lady.  Ay,  ay,  my  liege; 

And  of  a lovely  boy;  angels  of  Heav'n, 

Both  now  and  ever  biels  her'— *iis  a girl, 

Promifes  boys,  hereafter.  Sir,  your  queen 
Defires  your  vifitation,  and  to  be 
Acquainted  with  this  ftranger:  ’tis  as  like  you. 

As  cherry  is  to  cherry. 

King,  Level. 

Enter  Level. 

Lev.  Sir. 

King.  Give  her  an  hundred  marks;  I’ll  to  the 

r V [PHrKing. 

Lady.  An  hundred  marks!  by  this  light  I’ll  ha’ 
An  ordinary  groom  is  for  fuch  a payment,  [more. 

J will  have  more,  or  fcold  it  out  of  him. 

Said  I for  this  the  girl  was  like  him  r I’ll 
Have  more,  or  elfe  unfay ’t ; now,  white  ’tis  hot, 

I'h  put  it  to  the  ilTue.  - - - - 

Enter  Cranmer. 

Cran,  I hope  I’m  not  too  late,  and  yet  the  gen- 
tleman. 

That  was  fent  to  me  from  the  council,  grav’d  me 
To  make  great  hafte.  AH  fall?  what  means  this.> 
WHO  waits  there  ? furc  yon  know  me? 

Enter  Keeper, 

Keep.  Yes,  my  lord  ; 

But  yet  1 cannot  help  you. 

Cran.  Why? 

Keep.  Your  grate  mull  wait,  till  you  be  call'd  for. 
Enter  Dodlor  Butts. 

Cran.  So. 

Buitj.  This  is  a piece  of  malice;  J am  glad 
3 came  this  way  fo  happily.  The  king 
Shall  underiland  it,  prefently.  [£*;,  Butts 

Cran.  ’Tis  Butts, 

The  king’s  phylician;  as  he  pall  along, 

Pow  earnellly  he  call  his  eyes  upon  me! 


P^ges,  and  foot-boys! 

King.  Ha!  'tis  he,  iadeed. 

Is  this  tqe  honour  they  do  one  another  ? 
Tis  well  there  s or.e  above  'em  yet. 

By  holy  Mary,  Butts,  there’s  knavery; 
Let  ’em  alone, 

We  fliall  hear  more,  anon.- 


A Council  TaNe  difeo-vered,  -with  Chain  a}d  StooU', 
Lord  Chancellor,  at  the  upper  end  ■/ the  Table,  on 
the  Left  Hand-,  a Seat  being  left  -void  a be-ve  him, 
of  Canterbury;  Duke  of 
Suffolk,  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Surrey,  Lord  Cham- 
berlain,  and  Gardiner,  feat  themjeltfei  in  order  on 
I fde.  C.xom'KE\\,at  the  lonuer  end,aiStctttar'i. 

C^n.  Speak  to  the  bufinefs,  Mr.  Secretary  ; ’ 

Why  are  me  met  in  council  ? 

Crom.  Pieafe  your  honours. 

The  caufe  concerns  his  Grace  of  Canterbury. 

Card.  Has  he  knowledge  of  it  ? 

Crema  Yes, 

Nor.  Who  waits  thcr^  } 

Keep.  Withouitj  my  noble  loriit  ? 

Card,  Yes. 

Keep.  My  Lord  Archbilhop; 

And  has  done,  half  an  hour,  to  know  your  pleafurel, 
Chan.  Let  him  come  in. 

Keep.  Your  grace  may  enter,  now. 

[Cranmer  approaches  to  the  Council  Table. 
Chan.  My  good  Lnrt,  Aichblthop,  I’m  very  forry  . 
:To  fit  here  at  this  prefent,  and  behold 
That  chair  Hand  empty  : but  we  all  arc  men 
In  our  own  natures  frail,  out  of  which  frailty. 

And  want  of  wifdom,  you,  that  bcH  Ihould  teach  us. 
Have  mifJeratan’d  yourfeif,  and  not  a little; 

Tow’rd  the  king  firll,  then  his  laws,  in  filling 
The  whole  realm,  by  your  teaching  and  your  ch.ip- 
lains, 

. - fo  wc  ®re.  Infbrm’d)  with  new  opinions, 

[iarf  Lady.  I Divers  and  dang’rous,  which  are  l-.erefies; 

And,  not  icfoim’d,  may  prove  pernicious. 

Card.  Which  reformation  mull  be  fudden,  too, 

I My  noble  lords  ; lor  thofe  that  tame  wild  horfes. 
Pace  eni  not  in  their  hands  to  make  'em  gentle, 

But  Hop  their  mouths  with  llubborn  bits,  and  fpur 
Till  they  n’oey  the  manage.  If  we  fuffer  [’em 
(Out  of  our  ealiuefs  and  childilh  pity 
r o one  man’s  honour)  this  contagious  ficknefs, 
Farewel  all  phyllck:  and  what  lollow  then? 
Commotions,  uproars,  with  a gen'ral  taint 
Of  the  whole  Hate  : 

i Cran.  My  good  lords,  hitherto,  in  all  the  progrefs, 

I Both  of  mv  life  and  office,  1 have  labour'd 
I (And  with  nolittie  lludy)  that  my  teaching, 

I And  the  llrong  couiTe  of  my  authority, 
j Might  go  one  w.ly,  .ind  fafely  ; 

Pray  Heav'n  the  king  may  never  find  a heart 
I With  lefs  allegiarrce  in  it. 


14  V 'l  '-j-a  upui.  me.  il  do  bcfeech  your  lordlhius, 

Th?«  found  not  my  difgrace!  for  certain,  'That  in  this  cafe  ofjullice,  my  accufers, 

i ftJS  is  Oi  purpofe  laid  bv  fome  fhar  baf#  vnn  A*  *1*  a s/*  .t 


this  IS  of  purpofe  laid  by  fome  that  hate  me; 
They  would  lhame  to  make  me 
Wait  elfc  at  door;  a fellow  counfeilor 
Mong  boys,  and  grooms,  and  lackeys ! but  their 
pleafures 

Mull  be  fulfill’d,  and  I attend  with  patience. 

Enter  the  Xing  and  Butts,  at  a hKindonu  abs-ve. 
Eutts.  ni  Ihewyouf  grace  the  ftrangefi  light— 
King.  What's  that.  Butts? 

Cfits.  I think  your  highnefsfaw,  this  many  a day 
King,  Body  o’  me  : where  is  it  ? 

Luffs.  There,  my  lord  : 

Tt>«  high  promotion  of  hit  grace  of  Canterbury, 
Wlna  holds  Lis  Hate  at  door  ’mon^H  ptirfuiTaiits,  ' 


Be  what  they  will,  may  Hand  forth,  face  to  face, 
And  freely  urge  jg..iiiH  me. 

S"ff.  Nay,  my  lord, 

That  cannot  be;  you  are  a tourtfcllor, 

.\nd  by  that  v'irtue  no  man  dare  accufe  you. 

Card.  My  lord,  becaule  we've  bufinefs  of  more 
moment, 

We  will  be  fliort  wi'  you.  ’Tis  his  highnefs’  plea- 
And  our  confent.  for  berter  tiia!  of  you,  [iu;c. 
From  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tower; 
Where  being  but  a private  man  agam, 

You  Ihall  know  m-tny  dare  accufe  you  •boldly, 

More  than,  1 fear,  you  are  provided  for.  . [you; 
Cran.  Ay,  my  good  lord  of  Winthiftcr,  J thau^ 
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Voij’rc  ilway*  rayfiwd  friend i 'f  your  "’ll!  pafs, 

I'flVall  both  find  your  lordfhjp  judge  and  juror, 

You  are  10  inriciiui.  .1  lee  your  end, 

*Tis  my  undoing.  Love  and  meeknefs,  lord, 
Becomes  church-man  better  than  ambition.: 

Win  ftraying  fouls  with  rnodeHy  again. 

Calf  none  away.  That  1 (hall  clear  mylelf, 

{Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patience) 

1 malfe  as  little  doubt,  as  you  do  confcteirce. 

In  doing  daily  wrongs.  ,I  could  fay  more, 

But  rev'rence  to  your  calling  makes  me  modeft. 

Card.  My  lord,  ni)-^d,  you  are  a feftary. 

That’s  the  plain  truth  ; your  painted  glofs  difcovers, 
To  men  that  underftand  you,  words  and  weaknefs. 

Cram.  My  lord  of  Wincheller,  you  are  a little. 

By  your  good  favour,  too  Ih.irpt  men  fo  noble. 
However  faulty,  yet  (hould  hiid  refpeft, 

For  what  they  have  been;  'tis  a cruelty, 

To  load  a falling  man. 

Card.  Good  Mr., Secretary, 

I C'y  your  honour  mercy  j youmay,  wofft 
Of  all  this  tab  e,  fay  fo. 

Cram.  Why,  my  lord  ? 

Card.  Do  not  I kno.w  you  for  a favourer 
Of  this  new  fedl?  Ye  »tt  not  found. 

Cram.  Not  found  ! 

Card.  Not  found,  I fay.  * 

Cram.  Would  vou  were  half  fo  hongft  ! 

Men’s  prayers,  then,  would feek  you,  not  their  fears. 
Card.  idsaU  remember  this  bold  language. 

Cram.  Do. 

Remember  jour  bold  life,  .too. 

Cham.  This  ia  too  rvHich; 

Forbear,  for  Otame,  my.  JordS. 

Card.  I’ve  done. 

Cram.  And  I. 

Cham’  Then  thus  for  you,  my  lordj  it  (lands 
1 take  it,  by  all  voices,  that  forthwith  [agreed, 
You  be  convey’d  to  th’  Tower,  a prifoncr  j 
There  to  rem.iin  till  the  king’s  further  plcafure 
Be  known  unto  us.  Are  you  all  ageetd,  lords? 
M.  We  are. 

Crai7.  Is  there  no  other  way  of  mercy, 

But  1 muft  needs  to  the  Tosver,  my  lorde? 

Card.  Whst  other 

Would  you  expeili  you’rd  ftrangely  troublefome ; 
Let  feme  o^th’  guard  be  ready  titere. 

Enter  iCeeper. 

Cran.  For  me ! 

Muft  1 ge  like  a traitor,  then? 

Card.  Receive  him. 

And  fee  him  Cafe  i’th’  Tower. 

Cran.  Stay,  good  my  lords, 

J have  a little  yet  to  fay.  Look  there,  lords} 

By  virtue  of  that  ring,  I take  my  caufe 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  men,  and  give  it 
To  a meft  noble  judge,  the  king,  my  mailer. 

Cham.  This  is  the  king’s  ring. 

Card.  ’Tis  no  counterfeit. 

Huff.  ’Tis  his  right  ring.  I told  ye  all. 

When  we  firft  put  this  dang’rous  (lore  a rolling, 
’Twould  fall  upon  ourl'elves. 

Nor.  D’  you  think,  my  lords,  ^ 

The  king  will  futt'er  but  the  little  finger 
Of  this  man  to  be  vex’d  ? 

Chambi  ’Tis  now  too  certain. 

How  much  mote  is  his  life  in  value  with  him? 
Would  i were  fairly  out  on’t. 

Enter  K\r,%  frenaning  an  them,  takes  bis  Seat. 
Card.  Dread  fov’reign,  how  rauch  are  we  bound 

to  Hcay’flji 
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In  daily  thanks,  that  gave  us  fuch  a prince; 

Not  only  good  and  wile,  but  mod  religiops  : 

One  that  In  all  obedience  makes  the  church 
The  chief  aim  of  hi?  honour,  and  to  ftrengthen 
That  holy  duty  of  our  dear  refpeft. 

His  royal  (elf  in  judgment  comes  to  hear 
The  caufc  betwixt  her  and  this  great  offender. 

' King.  You’re  ever  good  at  fudden  commendations. 
Bi/hop  of  Winchefter.  But  know,  I come' not 
To  hear  fuch  flait’ries,  now. 

Whatfoe’er  thou  tak’ft  me  for.  I’m  fure 
Thou  haft  a cruet  nature,  and  a bloody. 

Good  man,  fit  down.— Now  let  me  fee  the  proudeH 

[To  Cranmer, 

He  that  dares  moft,  but  wag  his  finger  at  thee. 

By  all  that’s  hoiy,  he  had  better  llafve. 

Than  but  once  think  this  place  becomes  thee  not. 
Sur.  May’c  pleafe  your  grace  - 
King.  No,  Sir,  it  does  not  pleafe  nje. 

I thought  I had  men  of  fome  undeiftandlng 
•And  wifdoin,  of  my  council;  but  1 find  none. 

Was  it  diferetion,  lords,  to  let  this  man. 

This  good  man,  (few  of  you  deferve  that  title) 

This  honed  man,  wair,  like  a loufy  fooeboy, 

Ac  chamber-door,  snd  one  as  great  as  you  are? 
Why,  what  a (hame  was  this  ! Did  my  commilliois 
Bid  ye  fo  far  forget  yourfelves?  I give  ye 
Pow’/,  as  he  was  a counfellor,  to  try  him. 

Not  as  a groom-  There’s  fome  of  ye,  1 fee. 

More  out  of  malice,  than  integrity. 

Would  try  him  to  the  utmoll,  fud  ye  means; 
'vVhich  ye  (hall  never  have,  while  1 do  live. 

Cimne  My  mod  dread  fovereign,  may  it  like  your 
grace 

To  let  my  tongue  eacufe  all  ? What  was  purpos’d. 
Concerning  his  imprifonment,  was  rather. 

If  there  be  faith  in  men,  meant  ‘dr  his  trial, 

.And  fair  purgation  to  the  world,  than  malice; 

I’m  fure,  in  me. 

King.  Well,  well,  my  lords,  refpeflhim: 

Take  him,  and  ulie  him  welt,  he’s  worthy  of  it. 
Make  me  no  mure  ado,  but  all  embrace  him; 

Be  friends,  for  (home,  my  lords.— My  lord  of  Can- 
terbury, 

I have  a fuit,  which  you  mud  not  deny  me. 

There  is  a fair  young  maid,  that  ye*  wants  baptifm, 
Vou  mud  be  godfather,  and  anfwer  for  her. 

Cran.  The  graated  monarch  now  alive,  may  glory 
In  fuch  an  honour.  How  may  I deferve  it. 

That  am  a poor  and  humble  fubjecl  to  you? 

King.  C.ime,  come,  my  lord,  you’d  fpare  your 
fpoons : you  (hall  have 

Two  noble  partners  with  you;  the  old  Duchefs 
Of  Nurfoik,  and  the  Lady  Marquefs  of  Dorfet— . 
Once  more,  my  Lord  of  Wincheller,  1 charge  yoa 
Embrace  and  love  this  man. 

Card.  With  a true  heart. 

And  brother’s  love,  I do  it.' 

Cran.  And  let  Heaven 

Wienrfs,  how  dear  1 hold  this  confirmation. 

King.  Good  man,  thofe  joyful  tears  (hew  thy  true 
The  common  voice,  I fee,  is  verify’d  [heart. 
Of  thee,  which  fays  thus  : Do  my  lord  of  Can- 
terbury 

But  one  (hrewd  turn,  and  he’s  your  friend  for  ever. 
Come,  lords,  we  trifie  time  away;  1 long 
To  have  this  young  one  made  a chridian. 

As  1 have  made  ye  one,  lords,  one  remain: 

So  1 grow  dronger,  you  more  honour  gain. 

lEaeeunt, 

Naije  and  tumult  ’loithist.  Enter  Porter  and  his  Man. 
r«rt>  You’ti  leave  your  aoife  anon,  ye  rafeats. 
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Do  you  t»ke  the  court  for  Paris  Garden?  Ye  rude 
ilaves,  leave  your  gapin". 

ff'iibitt.  Good,  Mr.  Porter,  I belong  to  the  lar- 
der. 

Pore.  Belong  to  the  gallows,  and  be  hang’d,  ye 
rogue.  Is  this  a place  to  roar  in  I I’ll  feratch  your 
heads.  ^ Do  you  look  f.^r  ale  and  calcts  here,  you 
rude  ratcak.^  ^ 

Man.  We  may  as  well  puiTi  jgainft  PiulV  as  ftir 
cm. 

Port.  How  got  they  in,  and  be  hang’d  > 

Man.  Alas,  1 know  not.  How  gets  the  tide  in  ’ 
iVithin.  Do  you  hear,  Mr.  Porter  ? ;iii 
Port.  I fliall  he  with  you  pre.^ently,  good  Mr 
Puppy — Keep  the  door  elofe,  firrah-. 

Man.  What  would  you  have  me  do? 

Pore.  What  lliould  you  do,  but  knock  ’erri  down 
by  the  dozens.  Is  this  Moorfielda,  to  muQcr  in? 

Pntor  Lord  Chainberlain. 

Cham^.  Mercy  o’  me  j what  a multitude  are  here' 
Where  arc  thefd  porters, 

Thefe  lazy  knaves?  We  lhall  have 

Great  ftore_of  room,  no  doubt,  left  for  the  ladies. 

When  they  pal's  back  from  th’  chrift’jiing! 

Port.  Pleafe  your  honour, 

We  are  but  men,  an  army  cannot  rule  ’em. 

Man.  No,  nor  two  armies.  y 

Chawtb.  As..!  li  ve. 

If  the  king  blame  me  for’t.  I’ll  lay  ye  all 
By  th  heels,  and  fuddenly;  and  on  ypur  heads 
Clap  round  lines,  for  negleft  ; y’are  lazy  knaves. 

t\-r  ^ [£nmnt. 

ViJcon/erJjx  Guardi,  two  Aldtrmtn,  herd  Mayor, 
Garter  Kir.g^  at  Arms,  Craruner,  Duke  of  Nor- 
folk, -aiithtbt  Marfijat's  Staff,  Duke  of  SulFolk; 
tbenfaur  Noblemen  hearing  a Canopy,  under  nvbicL 
Duchefs  ot  Norfolk,  G^d-motber^  bearing  the 
Child  richly  habited  in  a Mantle  j then  the  Mar- 
chionefs  of  Dorfet,  tbe  other  God-mother,  both 
drains  borne  up,  and  Ladies.  Lord  Chamberlain, 
and  Earl  0/  Sotry* 

Cran.  Now  to  your  royal  grace,  and  the  good 
queen. 

My  noble  partners  and  myfelf  thus  pray; 

Ail  comfort,  joy,  in  this  mart  gracious  lady, 
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iThatHeav’n  e’er  laid  up,  to  make  parfcnrt  happy 
I May  hourly  fail  upon  ye ! * 

King.  Thank  you,  good  Lord  Archbilhop. 
Whaols  her  name? 

Cra/I,  Elizabeth. 

King.  Stand  up,  lord. 

With  this  kifstake  my  blelTihg:  Heav’n  fcrotedt 
Into  drhofc  hand  I give  thy  life.  f thec’ 

Clan.  Amer).  *■  ’ 

. King.  My  hoble  golTips, 

I thank  ye  heartily ; fo  (hall  this  ladyj 
When  Ihe  has  fo  much  Erglilh. 

Cyan.  Let  me  fpeait.  Sir, 

(For  Heav’ti  now  bids  me)  and  the  words  Hitter, 
Let  none  think  flatt'ry,  for  they’ll  find  ’em  truth. 
This  royal  infant,  (Heaven  ftiJl  move  about  her) 
Though  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  ptomifes. 

Upon  this  land,  a thoufand  thoufand  blellings. 
Which  time  will  bring  to  ripenels.  She  lhall  be 
A pattern  to  all  prlnaes  living  with  het 
•And  all  that  fliall  fucceed  her.  Truth  lhall  nurfe 
her ; 

Holy  and  heav’nly  thoughts  ftill  cdunfel  her: 

She  ffiall-.be  lov’d,  and  fear’d.  Her  own  fliall  blefs 
Her  foes  fliake,  like  a field  of  hdaten  corn,  rfipr. 
And  hang  their  heads  withloirow.  Our  children's 
children 

Shall  fee  this,  andhiefs  Heaven. 

Thoa  rpeakcll  wonderss 
Cra.i^She  fliall  be  to  the  happinefs  of  England, 

An  aged  princefsj  many  days  fliall  fee  her. 

And  yet  no  day  without  a deed  to  crown  it. 

Would  I had  known  no  more.  But  Ihe  muft  die. 

She  mull,  the  laints  mud  have  her,  yet  a virgin, 

A moll  unfpotted  lily  lhall  Ihe  pafi 
To^h  ground,  and  all  the  world  fliall  mourn  her. 
King.  O,  lord  archbifliopj 
This  oracle  of  comfort  has  fo  pleas'd  me. 

That  when  1 am  in  Heav’n,  1 fliall  delire 
To  fee  What  this  child  does. 

I thank  ye  all-  ■. 

Lead  the  way,  lords; 

Ve  mull  all  fee  the  queen,  and  Ihe  muft  thank  ye; 
She  will  be  ltd*  elfe.  This  day,  no  man  think 
H’at  bulinefs  at  his  houfe.  for  all  lhall  Hay, 

This  little  one 'fliall  make  it  holiday.  ^Exeunt. 


